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) A DELICIOUS CANDY PLAN 
‘THIS 1S IT! 


A specially formulated and delicious 
candy made by and under the 
supervision of an internationally 
known physician for use by fat and 
overweight people who want to lower 
their caloric intake and lose weight! 
Slim Candy is the result of intensive 
§ . laboratory and scientific research! 


‘Iimagine losing ugly fat by following 
‘a delicious low calorie candy plan! ¥ 


Want to lose up to 10 pounds DOCTORS AGREE 


in 10 days? Lose up to That the chief cause of over-, 

20 pounds in 20 days? weight is eating too many cal-' 

Thousands of happy people ories! Under the wonderful slim 4 ne: Ie sunt 
ae on” 


. candy plan your caloric intake led 
have lect ugly overweight is reduced with the help of slim fos es 


pounds and inches by candy and you consequently coer entice 


wonderful candy plan! excess weight is not due to a 
DOCTORS AND INSUR- glandular or organic disease. 


ANCE COMPANIES pow miss dating and good times because you're fat! 


pi lb nol Boe DON'T suffer humiliation and ridicule by being fat! 


TEND TO DIE YOUNGER DON’T be miserable because people may be laughing at your 
AND BECOME EASY  Verstuffed appearance! . 
VICTIMS OF MANY DO something about it now as this happy woman did! »' 
DISEASES! E. K. of N. Y. C., N. Y. says, “Before 


P 1 using your wonderful slim candy plan, 

SLIM CANDY PLAN Qa — — te ! wee com © a ie —— 
angerous diets! NO firing were laughing at my sloppy figure an 

IS GUARANTEED FOUR WAYS! 9 , . & delict was miserable. Thank God, | saw your ad 

| exercises: ClICIOUS and started the delicious slim candy plan. 


r ° ° Par ° 
ou will enjoy delicious slim candy or candy low caloric reducing ! now weigh 118 pounds! I feel and look 


return within 10 days for a full refund! wonderful! All my friends are amared!” 
plan! Guaranteed 4 ways! (Your own experience may, of course, 


SLIM CANDY PLAN will help you lose up vary). 

jo 10 pounds in 10 days or return fora = __ ARE YOU OVERWEIGHT? WANT TO LOSE FAT? 
rull retun : 
3. SLIM CANDY PLAN will help you stay MAIL THIS NO RISK COUPON NOW! 
immer after you have lost weight as GUARANTEED TO LOSE NOTHING BUT FAT! 
long as you use it! 
4. You will feel bettor 
and look better after $ TRIAL 

have reached your SAMPLE 


following this pleasant and will lose weight, provided your ‘ Pris oe 
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SLIM CANDY CO. — DEPT. TC-1. 
G.P.O. Box 338, Brooklyn 1, N. Y. 


aneedl wal | WANT TO GET SLIMMER— STARTING NOWT 
oct weight under ONLY SIZE (J | enclose $1.00. Send delicious trial sample size: | save postage. 
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. | | C0 | enclose $2.00 for generous size of delicious slim candy plan. | want 4 
nay plan to save up to 75c postage by enclosing payment with order. : 
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" Ly gm yey — = —= (CO | waht the large economy size. | want to save up to 90c postage so 
UGLY FAT! I enclose $4.00 with order. 
WANT TO SURPRISE YOUR FRIENDS? MAIL 
YOUR ORDER NOW! MY NAME 











MAIL THIS COUPON NOW! ADDRESS 
CITY STATE 


D © ] ' T “d oO W i Guaranteed 4 Ways or Return in 10 Days for Refund 


s are invited to write for details and samples. rT TtTrTrTrirLtriLiLiteeteee ee 











Your secret to loveliness... Wear HOWARD'S All-over “full-cap” WIGS 
They GIVE YOU the LENGTH, COLOR and STYLE HAIR you want, instantly! 




















450: VERSATILE: Malt. all. Me. 

ever WIG. Shoulder le on 450 

imported net. Restyles into many 

hairdo’s. Hand made ribbon part. 1985 

1560: Hand made natural sitk part that 

cannet be detected. Se smart.. $24.95 
we mateh exactly 


1425: POODLE CUT: All-ever full- 
cap WIG. A real poodie cut ex- 
quisitely styled of real human 
hair. Ribbon part. Anyone can 
wear it. Life-long weave 


we 
1425 


2495 


1426: Mand-made natural sitk part that 
cannet be detected. Smart. $29.95 


1035: ITALIAN SISSILY: Full-cap We. 
n, WIG. New italian cut. Feather 10635 
made 
cap. Exciting. Glamourous. 


curls and soft waves on Fit-Rite 2950 
2595 
6101: Natural 
hair 


cap. Hand made imported part. 
1036: Natural part as ae hair indi- 
part with each $34.50 
pasate FOR WIG SIZE 


YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL... YOU'RE LOVELY... YOU'RE DESIRED... WHEN YOU 


HAVE that GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK 


All-Over 
Glamours 
for tong 
Glamourous 


9100: The DARLING: 

All-ever full-cap WIG. Feather 
curls all-around with imported 
hand part on Fit-rite 


2010: ELEGANCE: All-ever full- We. 
cap WIG of exciting = x4 2010 


waves. ir sty’ . 2595 


imported net with ribbon ay 
part en Swiss 


2011: Natural hand-made 
Sith cannet be detected. Lovely. $29.95 


SEND HAT SIZE Send sample of hair 


with these “Real” Hairpieces 


ty howard ‘esses 


NEWEST "PREVIEW" 
I9SS STYLES 
The Loveliest Genuine 


210: The SIREN: Hand-styled 

on %4” imported lining. Adds 

new and beauty to 

your looks. Flowing shouider- We. 
jong casual bob. Styled to 
cover entire head in many 
most glamourous ways. ... 


211: Extra thick and lovely. $17.95 


peeteees © ih 
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examination in your own home. If you're not more than delighted with your 
return them within 10-days for full refund of your money! 


Howard Tresses 


108: PONY TAIL: For that 

youthful freshness. Soft-to- 

touch end curls attach firmly 

Mook your own hair 
ing. Vi 

tie ig. saecinies 
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530: LADY EVE: No matter 
how thin and short your hair, 
this style gives you thick, 

long hair beauty at the touch 
of your comb. Best for many 


Ne. 

hairstyles to mak — 
new hairstyles to e you 

a glamour girl. 1235 


531: Extra long, extra thick. $15.95 


201: FEATWER PAGE BOY: Most Ne. 
glamourous Page Boy, 12” 201 
double row curls Ear-to-ear 50 
wide. Restyles. 5 


202: Extra heavy with ite 
weave. . $7. 





72S: Larger and thicker. 


“Human Hair” YOU Can 
Wear... Nothing Shows 
but Your NEW BEAUTY. 


205: FEATHER CURL HALO: 
Encircies entire head. Full 
feather curls in double 
waves. Real hair, custom 
styled, guarantees you 
new beauty instantly 


206: Extra thick, extra glameur- 
ous. Hand styled $9.95 


400: PAGE BOY: Real 
hair ap Sweeping 
shoulder - long 
natural giam- Ne. 
our. Ear-to-ear 400 
wide. Enticing, 
romantic. 285 


401: Extra thick, fell 12” 
wide. Hand styled. $4.50 


You'll bless the day you mail your erder! 


free 
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A ADORESS or R.F.B. 





715: HOWARD CHIGHON: New- 
est version. Worn on side, on 
top or side of head. Custom 
styled. Invisible weave. im- 
ported hair on a wool roll 
Exciting. ... 


Ne. 
715 


* 995 
$5.75 ) 
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Styled tor or seperately Enjoy many nitea 
$s 

411: Extra thick, love ee 
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Cheek here for Matching COLOR. 


(Fer light shades and mixed grays add $1.75 for Hair Pleces and $2.75 fer ae 
(det Black, (Of Black, () Bark enclose SAMPLE, 


Brown, ()Mixed Grays, (}! 


match exactly! ( 
Please 






























Are you chained 
to the calendar? 





Is everything you plan geared to “those 
days”? Have you ever refused a won- 
derful party invitation simply because 
it’s slated to occur on one of your 


problem week-ends”? Well, stop it! 
Stop giving up your normal activities 
simply because you're afraid of possible 
embarrassment. Stop it—stop it—stop it! 


STOP encumbering yourself with 

a bulky belt-pin-pad harness—with sani- 

tary protection that’s uncomfortable to 

ear and hard to dispose of. Tampax 

worn internally) is completely invisi- 

ble and unfelt when in place. And 
1) the applicator is a throwaway. 


LOOK at the other advantages 


of Tampax. It prevents odor from form- 
ing. It's so small, month’s supply goes 
into the purse. It’s easy to insert, easy 
to change — and wearer's hands need 
never even touch the Tampax. 


LI STEN to the facts. The fact 


that Tampax was invented by a doctor. 
The fact that millions of women have 
used billions of Tampax. Then decide 
now that this is the product that helps 
you break those “calendar chains.” 
Choice of 3 absorbencies at drug or no- 
tion counters. (Regular, Super, Junior.) 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

My husband is a wonderful man, but 
he likes to believe women should be 
spanked every now and then by their 
men so they'll know they still love them. 
I know this sounds cock-eyed yet it’s 
true. I’ve tried talking to my husband 
long before and even after we were 
married to get him away from this silly 
idea. Other than this, he is an excellent 
provider and a compatible husband. If 
I had the money I would seek aid from 
a psychiatrist, but it helps a little to tell 
someone else my trouble. Is there any 
way I can stop this nonsense without 
packing my clothes and leaving home? 

Mrs. Marta Josh 
Dear Mrs. Josh: 

You were right about seeking aid 
from a professional person capable of 
handling problems such as yours. I’m 
sure that you can find a family psychol- 
ogist in your city (according to your 
postmark that city will surely have sev- 
eral), who will be able to help you. Ask 
your family doctor to recommend a 
psychologist and you'll be surprised to 
find the cost doesn’t compare with what 
you are expecting to pay. 


Dear. Mrs. Jackson: 

I met my boy friend in a hotel where 
I was one of the maids and he was one 
of the janitors. I’m 24 years old, but he 
is my first true love. We used to talk 
all the time in the hotel and he took 
me out twice. We had a wonderful time, 
but that was over one and a half years 
ago. Since then he has moved away 
from the city. I write him lots of letters, 
but he will (Continued on Page 51) 





Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can 
do more for your hair than you've ever 
dreamed of . . . gives gray hair youthful 
new color ... gives drab hair glowing 
new color... leaves your hair soft, 
shining . . . this very day! 

Get Godefroy’s Larieuse at your favorite 
cosmetic counter now—the famous 

brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 

In 18 flattering shades 










































1. Shampoo hair thoroughly. , s Apply Godefroy's Larie- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with handy applicator in- 
Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. 


3. After color has devel- 
oped, shampoo hair again, 
set in your favorite style. 
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{ dominant woman, Joe’s mother felt that she alone fn aa was best for his health and welfare. Not only did she "Le him 
under her thumb, advising his every move, she also clashed with his wife, Helen. 





Chub Young haa Las ta 


The second most frequent cause of marital failure is in-law trouble. A couple that sets 
sail on the sea of matrimony with in-laws aboard are gambling against an early crack-up. 


| ) OTH YOUNG COUPLES began mar- 
ied life in a state of blissful hap- 

Roy and Ann G. in a sparsely- 

hed apartment of their own, and 

ind Helen S. in the magnificent 
| of Joe’s parents. A year later, Roy 
Ann were still 


“honeymooning,” 
sagerly looking forward to the future. 
But Joe S. was a miserable, frustrated 
man and his wife, Helen, was on 

verge of a nervous breakdown, ready 

off her marriage as a bitter 


ther the traditional “other woman” 
ual incompatibility was to blame 
tragic difference, after 12 months 
and wife, between two couples 
ere otherwise so similar. The rock 
sea of matrimony upon which Mr. 
irs. S. cracked up was the No. 2 
f marital discord in the U. S. to- 
n-law trouble. 


A survey recently conducted at Cor- 
nell University revealed that the main 
topic of arguments between young mar- 
ried couples was money. But running a 
close second, according to the research- 
ers, were disagreements involving “his” 

r “her” mother. It was found after 
questioning some 364 couples that such 
spats contribute more toward family 
strife than either jealousy or sex. 

On the surface, Joe and Helen S. had 
everything in their favor when they ex- 
changed wedding vows in a lavish double 
ring ceremony at a large eastern church. 
The year before, Helen had been one of 
the brightest stars of the debutante ball 
and everyone agreed that she deserved 
the “prize catch” of the social season— 
Joe S. Not only was Joe the son of a 
socially prominent family, but he was a 
handsome, personable fellow with a bril- 
liant future ahead of him. 


It was their preoccupation with this 
future that led Joe and Helen to take the 
first steps toward marital disaster. Joe 
was a part-time law clerk while studying 
for his degree. His salary was only a 
fraction of what he would eventually 
earn, but combined with Helen’s wages 
as a laboratory technician the couple 
could have set up their own apartment. 
Admittedly, it would be quite modest 
and the project would entail certain sac- 
rifices on the part of both. 

However, the senior Mr. and Mrs. S. 
strongly opposed such a plan. Joe's 
mother was an iron-willed woman and 
his father was financially able to give 
his son help for a year. So when the 
elder Mrs. S. suggested that Joe quit his 
job and go to school full time and ac- 
cept a monthly allowance from his 
father, both Joe and Helen jumped at 
the opportunity. 
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But there was one catch—they would 
| have to live with Joe’s parents. Helen 
| had some misgivings about such an ar- 
| rangement for she had her heart set on 
establishing a home of her own. Finally, 
she was persuaded to go along with the 
idea. Already, she was succumbing to 
her mother-in-law’s dominant person- 
ality. 
' Right at that time, Helen was inno- 
cently defying the results of a study of 
7,000 broken marriages conducted by 
Dr. John L. Thomas, S.J., of Catholic 
University’s sociology department. He 
| found that in-laws—mainly mothers-in- 
law—were the greatest single cause of 
_ wrecked marriages during the couple’s 
first year together. 

The first 12 months are the toughest 
in this respect, Dr. Thomas learned; but 
if the man and wife can make it for five 
years neither mother-in-law (his or hers) 
can split them, no matter how meddle- 
some she is. 

“In most cases,” concludes Dr. Thom- 
as, “the kind of in-law trouble that leads 
to separation makes its appearance soon 





after the honeymoon.” 

If Joe and Helen had been married 
by Rev. Adam Clayton Powell, Jr., pas- 
tor of Abyssinian Baptist Church, both 
would have been given advice that might 
have altered future events. Rev. Powell, 
who has drawn up “Ten Commandments 
for Happy Marriage,” lists as No. 5— 
“Live by yourselves.” 

“I can not emphasize this too much,” 
he says. “I have never married a couple 
that I have not, in my final prayer, said, 
‘Henceforth, dear Lord, let them live 
unto themselves.’ This means an imme- 
diate reassessment of the values of each 
person in your families and in your cir- 
cles of friends in terms of whether that 
person—even if that person is your 
mother or father—is best for both of 
you.” 

‘ He goes on to warn, “If you are a 
mama’s boy or a daddy’s girl, don’t get 
married.” 

Meanwhile, Roy and Ann G. faced a 
similar problem of making a start but 





solved it in a different way. Instead of 
moving in with their folks, the couple 
decided to get their own place even 
though it meant settling for an apartment 
modest enough to suit their budget. For 
them, being on their own meant more 
than the comfort and convenience they 
might have shared with either of their 
parents. 

As a result, their relationships with 
their families were on a basis of mutual 
respeet, love and friendship. At the end 
of a year, they were not as financially 
well-off as Joe and Helen, but their mar- 
riage had been built on a foundation 
that would withstand the tests that face 
any two people adjusting to each other. 

In escaping “in-law” trouble, Mr. and 
Mrs. G. were more fortunate than the 
one out of every three couples in the 
U. S. today who must resolve such fam- 
ily conflicts. The Cornell University 
study showed that three-fourths of the 
couples reporting “in-law” trouble man- 
aged to get along “fairly well” either by 
maintaining a kind of armed truce, or 
by “walking on eggs” when the going 


With TneLoyys ! 
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Marie Cole, wife of singer Nat (King) Cole, declares: “My own in-laws dte just wonder- 
ful people, but I would not want to live with them.” She admits that necessity may 





got tough. The remainder become op- 
ponents in an endless “cold war” or in 
open hostilities. 

This study, and others similar, reveal 
that women are more prone to in-law 
trouble than are men. A leading domes- 
tic relations clinic found that “the real 





Rev. Adam Clayton Powell, Jr., famed New 
York pastor, advises young couples to “live 
by yourselves.” 
difficulty often lies in the daughter-in- 
law, who is so childishly possessive and 
hostile that she will have trouble even 
with a perfect mother-in-law.” On the 
other hand, researchers learned that al- 
though traditionally it is the wife’s 
mother who has the reputation of being 
the biggest (Continued on Page 50) 
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First-aid tips for burns 
1. 


y 
3. 


Don't take chances with 


MINOR BURNS 





Be safe! Use the product 
that’s medically approved! 


ifter a burn. If you neglect it or 
t wrongly it might become in- 
Play it safe. Rely on a pure 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. 

n hospitals and clinics, it’s med- 
ypproved for first-aid in your 
Get a jar or tube today and keep 


n't “butter” a burn. Butter gets 
icid, breeds bacteria. 


puncture blisters—it invites 
ection. 


a loose bandage smeared with 
Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If the burn 
severe see a doctor. 


Reader’s Digest calls it “The Wonder Jelly’”’ 


Safe, soothing—The FIRST-AID KIT in a jar 


VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 














TAUETT 


By GERRI MAJOR 


Dear GERRI, 

I am a bachelor girl. I have a 
small flat—a bed-sitting room, 
kitchenette, and bath. I like to 
cook, and have invited men friends 
to dinner. This week I got a nasty, 
anonymous letter, accusing me of 
some pretty terrible things. Isn’t 
it proper for me to entertain in 
my home? 

Gertie Thornton 
Chicago, Illinois 
Dear Gertie, 

So many women have joined the 
ranks of bachelor girls who main- 
tain small apartments that a new 
set of social rules are being cre- 
ated. Yes, it is permissible for you 
to entertain in your home, no mat- 
ter how small or large it may be, 
but to avoid unpleasant gossip, you 
must use some discretion. 

Surely your dining table, even 
if it is only a sturdy card table, 
could be set for four. So why not 
invite an extra couple to dinner. 
This would be an inexpensive way 
to repay a married couple or two 
other single persons for a courtesy 
extended to you. 

Use a side table, desk, or chest 
of drawers as a buffet on which to 
place dishes and platters of food. 
If the party is very informal and 
homey, serve plates from the kitch- 
en utensils, chuck wagon style, at 
the range. The dining table need 
afford room only for the dinner 
plates, silver and glasses. Don’t 
make any pretense of “dining in 
the grand manner.” 

By inviting another couple, you 
eliminate possible gossip, and may 
add to the gaiety of the evening. 
Your young man probably will be 
more relaxed and at ease. He 
should leave with the other guests, 
and the party should end by mid- 
night. 

If you think this advice is stuffy, 
let me remind you that in your 
mother’s day, it would have been 
socially unacceptable for you to 
live alone in an apartment. 
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| | Style No. 157 Style Ne. 163 

- os <n Sizes 9 to 17 Sizes 9 to 17 

zes 9 to 1 10 to 20 10 to 20 
10 to 20 


10” ~ 12 ire 
M) Sizes 38 to 46 11.98 oe RCE ee sizes 38 to 50 12.98 


Smooth-fitting princess lines flaring to a wide 157. Draped jewel-touched rayon crepe skillfully 163. Dance drama in yarn-dyed rayon taffeta. Softly 
it... the bosom underscored with two pretty draped and shirred. New from its brief stand collar shirred and elegantly corded with a tight high mid- 
s. Moire rayon taffeta in aqua or royal blue. to its overskirt. Turquoise, black. riff. Slate blue or black, rose beige. 


9. 2-piece slack suit with shirt style diagonal 161. Reversible coat of heavy rayon bengaline. 900. Check suit with tiny waist, jaunty hipline and 
yer. Crease-resistant rayon gabardine. In navy, Fashion-fringed. Navy and beige or black and beige. button accents. Rayon suiting in black or navy. 
yey, green, black. . 


Style No. 900 
Sizes 9 to 17 
10 to 20 
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Style No. 213 
Sizes 9 to 17 
10 to 20 
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Please rush me the styles 
indicated below: 


( Payment Enclosed 
Add 30c for postage 
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BY DAN BURLEY 
THE GAWN FAWN AND COOL DADDY ED 


I WAS TRIGGING my wig the other 

yawn and almost had a cloudburst 
trying to beat out the stone that what 
young chicks don’t dig about the red 
ticker would fill a knowledge mill of 
hip sheets. You latch on to these banters 
on the speed kick, cutting in and out of 
the stashes where the gone studs chew 
their cuds and crack the whips while the 
vet jets cop the trips and when the young 
chicks wind up, they’te still cutting in 
and out, still short of the green beat out 
on that machine. 

She was a gone fawn, or at least she 
believed what the cooties told her, and 
she figured she was due a promotion 
that would at least match her notion. 
So she put down the cola kids and 
started hunting bids from the fishtail 
boys with all that poise who make a 
lot of noise about their toys. Well, I 
dug the gone fawn as a filly named Lily 
and the fishtail stud as Cool Daddy Ed 
who was hip to all the ways of getting 
ahead. Now Cool Daddy Ed played it 
close to the chest and all he didn’t palm 








he slipped in his vest. He was noted for 
his broads and for his numerous frauds 
as he was famed and blamed for kick- 
ing the gong and teaching little chicks 
how to do wrong. 

And Cool Daddy Ed used to cop his 
bread cooling hides on occasional sides 
with Basie and Jess Stacy, Earl and 
Pearl and once in a while, a juke with 
the Duke. But his gimmin’ of various 
women upset his red ticker and a slick 
chick gave him a nuzzle and in return 
he got her muzzle. Well, this was cool 
because he wanted it that way; you see, 
Cool Daddy Ed had to play dead while 
his books were in the red and that is 
where his chick (we'll call her Ella 
Slick), popped in port to take over his 
court. 

She put him on some time when he 
didn’t have a dime, and knocked him to 
some sous so he could really pay them 
dues! Then she spieled, “Now, my cool 
Daddy, I’m putting you in a Caddy and 
in some vines with the proper lines. 
When you cop your nod it won’t be on 
the hard, cold sod. I’m stashing 
you between some lily-whites 
when old Hawk prowls on these 
chilly nights. I’m putting some 
hefty swag into your side bag, 
but don’t (please tell me you 
won't) weed any to a hag when 
you're coasting in a Jag. I want 
my blood stud to be real great- 
plenty of green so he can rate. 
When it comes to a deal for a 
date, remember Gate, that I’m 
your mate!” 

But Cool Daddy Ed, after he 
was properly fed, began mak- 
ing those plays for those crazy 
strays. Chippies and chicks and 
banters and broads, Minnies 
and Connies and Sarahs and 
Maudes. He took from all and 
never gave—Cool Daddy Ed 
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(Author of The Original Handbook of Harlem Jive) 


was a rugged knave. While Ella Slick 
was on the pick, Cool Daddy Ed was 
getting ahead. The black he dug with 
another mug, the gawn fawn filly, we 
know as Lily, he was playing and par- 
laying, his gimmers straying and his 
roll displaying. The pad was leaping with 
a lot of creeping. Some 
were dancing, others 
were prancing. And 
some were drinking 
and seme were stinking 
as others, thinking, 
tried some winking 
without the blinking. 

Then out of the smog 
—it was really a fog— 
all crazy and frantic 
and downright roman- 
tic, the gawn fawn filly 
better known as Lily 
came through the slam- 
mer without using the 
hammer. “I’m strictly 
for the vaunce in these 
familiar haunts! I’m 
looking for a stud with 
some love in his blood. I know I’m 
young and on the last rung, but don’t 
get me wrong, I really belong. All I 
need is a saddled steed. You can dig me 
but please don’t wig me. I’m really on, 
this dawn!” 

Cool Daddy Ed, trying to get ahead, 
dug her and latched and her line he 
matched. 

“Come here, you mild child,” he 
smiled. “Look, I’m well fed. That’s why 
I’m known as Cool Daddy Ed. The hip 
broads play dead when they drop by my 
shed. I run my schools for Perfect Rums 
and fools and they call me Fess ‘cause 
I weed em progress. 

“I teach ’em how to reach, how to 
gab, and how to grab, how to cut and 
how to butt. Some take lessons in con- 
niving, others are happy with simple 
jiving. I teach ’em to get and not to 
give, so Cool Daddy Ed, himself, can 





live. Over me my broads often duel; I 
beat and mistreat ’°em because I’m just 
cruel. My fishtail burns up plenty of 
gas and the chicks that ride with me 
must have class. I'll flail a whale to 
make a sale. You’re cute and young and 
I’ll bet you’ve never been hung. I’m 





the master with mustard plaster. Your 
first lesson is to obey, only me and not 
some stray. You got your learning be- 
cause of your yearning for those cooties 
and cousin zooties, every one a tootie 
fruiti! I want you to know, this is the 
big show. I cool it and I rule it, cause 
I’m Cool Daddy Ed, trying to make some 
more bread!” 

Just about then he weeded her a fin 
and at the same time as the Ben hit the 
chime, through the slammer and spieling 
some bad grammar, drilled Cool Ed’s 
Main Chick (we call her Ella Slick). 

“Well, what do you know Joe?” she 
hissed real slow. “When I turn my back 
you snatch at a snack. Listen, boot, that’s 
my loot and so is that suit and the sky 
you wear so high. So is the Caddy, my 
backbiting Daddy. Let’s talk some shop 
before I chop. I gave you a pilt and a 


crazy quilt; (Continued on Page 52) 









It takes a 


Light Beit ok to keep 
the fellows on the hook 


Dull, dark, drab-looking skin 
won’t keep the fellows hanging 
around! So, start using Black and 
White Bleaching Cream as di- 
rected and watch your skin take 
on a new lighter, brighter, softer, 
smoother look. Its bleaching ac- 
tion works effectively inside your 
skin. Modern science knows of no 
faster method of lightening skin. 


Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 


39¢, 65¢ 
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48-CUP ELECTRIC COFFEE 
URN GIVEN to 


Your CHURCH or GROUP 
Without One Penny Cost! 
















Get this big gleaming 48- 
Cup Electric Drip-O-Lator 
Coffee Urn and never pay 
or send a single penny! I’ll 
send it to youinadvance along 
with a = of my famous 
flavoring. All you do is have 10 
members of your group each 
sell only 4 bottles and the 48- 
Cup Urnis yours to keep! Take 
as long as 60 days. No money 
down .. . we give you credit. 
NEVER COSTSAPENNY! 

Not a penny of 
your own money is 
needed — ever. 
Write today for 
this amazing offer. 


NNA ELIZABETH WADE 


ll 











| Letters 


| _ ‘STRANGE LOVE HABITS’ 


I have been a constant reader of your TAN 


educational magazine for youth and adults. 
I was swept off my feet when I read in 
| your December issue the story, “My Hus- 
band’s Strange Love Habits.” 
In the first place, Lilo had no_ business 
| seeking a Negro husband here in the United 
States. I think the whole idea was just a gag 
to get into this country, and get paid for it. 
She should have stayed in her own race, 
and not pick on weak spots. Furthermore, 
she did wrong when she sent Denver a pic- 
| ture of someone else and not of herself. 
I will admit that some of our Negro men 
| are weak for the white women, lacking for 
understanding, overlooking the beauty in their 
own colored women. The majority of the Ne- 
gro men who desert their Negro women for 
white women pay for it. Maybe the story, 
“My Husband’s Strange Love Habits,” will 
help a good many colored men to understand, 
and be a lesson for those who have been in- 
volved. 
| Do keep the good stories and answers going 
| to your many good readers. 
Centon A. Hendricks 
Chicago, [linois 


| 
| 


I read and enjoy practically every issue of 

| TAN. In the past I have read articles that I 
disagreed with, but I just forgot about them 
and enjoyed the rest of the magazines. This 
Lilo Ferguson is too much, too much. 

This woman is trying to impress us that she 
is some seraphic young girl taken advantage 
of by a miserly old sex pervert. Does she 
want us to sympathize with her because all 
Mr. Ferguson gave her was $65.00 a week to 
live on, because she was forced to get a job 
to keep the wolf from the door? I think she 
was trying to get one in the door. 

Does she think she is the only white woman 
in America with a job? It is too bad the 


so LOVELY, so ADORED man’s sullen attitude caused her to lose 


weight. She was so “underweight” already. 


: e ¢ | I wish I could write a man some letters, 
bd | then beat him for end tables, rugs, television 
. set and $9,000. She should open up a school 

on how to fix people. 


Now after disgracing this respectable busi- 
And small wonder! So many girls inine voices say, ‘““What a lucky girl | nessman, putting their personal business in 


lon’t realize how a dark, dull un- —to have such a complexion!”’ | the street, writing things a woman with any 
decency would not even tell her own mother, 





ttractive skin can be the reason NADINOLA works so surely, that : ge a idea ce 
solitary evenings and silent —_ results are guaranteed from just one =a ag Sage Bae eg je 

telephones. Do something about it jar. Let its famous action lighten one. If I were a man and saw her coming 
now! your complexion, loosen blackheads, T would run the other way. } 
Just one jar of NaDINOLA Bleach- make your skin feel softer and | This wee ee Ne jail. She is a 
ig Cream will prove to you what smoother, as it makes you look ee eee Ppt a Waechinaten 

millions have long known about the younger and lovelier. There are two Los Angeles, Calif. 

learing action of NADINOLA Cream. kinds of NApDINOLA—one for oily 

Get NADINOLA today at your drug skin, the other for dry skin. Both SCARLET WOMAN 


I just finished reading the December TAN. 


or toilet ter. See how it gives have the same fast bleaching and 
a = wd T enjoyed “Scarlet Woman” and “I Couldn’t 


»ur skin a lighter, brighter, health- clearing effect. Both are guaranteed Say No”: in f : : 
: : Say No”; in fact, all of the stories were very 

ier appearance. Feel the thrill of to satisfy you completely, or your interesting. Keep up the good work. 
knowing you look your best, as money back. Get NADINOLA right Mary Nelsum 
masculine eyes follow you, and fem- away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. Luverne, Ala. 


FOR OILY SKIN LENA HORNE FAN 


New Nadinola Deluxe I enjoyed reading “The Lena Horne Love 
Bleaching Cream is non- ” ° H oe 
Story.” It is very inspiring. I am a number 


oily, greaseless. Lightens 





skin and lessens shine at one fan of Lena’s, although I never have seen 
Toc end sie BLEACHING CREAM her perme. 
| I hope she will stay happily married to her 
4 | husband. M i d 
FOR DRY SKIN Jutens fer of Matinee Min’: 
he original, ever-f I : nea : 
deg mies amy p will make your complexion People that have had contact with Lena say 
i with fine cosmetic oils lighter, brighter and lovelier. she is a wonderful woman. 





Miss Oriel Hunter 
San Paulo, Calif. 


eve dryness. 75c and $1.10 


magazine for some time. I enjoy all of the 
stories very much. I do think it is a highly 
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To The Editor 


BILL WASN’T FAIR 


! am a reader of TAN, and enjoy the 
stories. I must say the story, “I Walked Into 
Sin,” was a very interesting story. I am a 
young man who has been in a lot of places 
and met all kinds of women, and I don’t think 
that Bill was fair to this young lady. I was 
once his type and I never thought that any 
woman could make me marry; but, I found 
out that she was only trying to make some- 
thing out of nothing, and that was just what 
Julie was trying to do with Bill, make some- 
thing of him. 

S. J. Knox 
New Orleans, La. 


CORRESPONDENCE CLUB 


I am a constant reader of TAN and have 
been for several years. 

I was reading one of the articles in the 
back of the book and noticed that a person 
thought that you should start a correspondence 
club. That would give all the lonely people 
all over the world a chance to know different 


people. 
s 


Kansas City, Kansas 


LIKES TWO STORIES 


I just finished reading the November issue 
of TAN. I really enjoyed reading “Is There 
A Man For Me?” “My Mixed Marriage 
Failed” also was quite interesting. 

Stella Brock 
Portersville, Ala. 


KUDOS FOR TEEN-TALK 
Hats off to “Teen-Talk” for such a timely 
warning to Gossipers! This “character assas- 
sination” is a criminal offense against decent 
conduct, a trick used only by bullies and 
cowards. They know that all it takes to make 
a mountain of a molehill is a little dirt. And, 
personally, I don’t like to associate with dirt- 
daubers! 
James T. Rogers 
Six Mile, S. C. 


BROWN BABY 


In reading your magazines, which I’ve read 
for some time, I’ve found that it is possible for 
you to bring German nationals to the United 
States with brown babies. 

Is it possible for you to find an elderly 
family that would accept my child and I. I 
would be willing to work and help them out 
to my utmost. The reason I ask is not so 
much for myself, but for my son. Being that 
he is borne by a Negro, he should grow up 
with a future, here he will not have one, as 
I’m not looking for marriage but for a life 
for my son. 

He is seven years old, born August 18, 
1947. I would be most pleased if there is 
some hope of you being able to get us to the 
States. He is in school now, and very intel- 
ligent in his work. But being the only Negro 
in the school. there is a tendency to hold him 
down. Yet, through it all he is taking it in 
stride. You must understand the reason for 
my wanting to bring him to the States, I love 
him very much; it would be hard to part with 
him and, being a mother, I want to have the 
right things in life he deserves. I’ve thought 
of this many times until it pressed me to try 
and see through your wonderful ways and 
magazines. 

It would bring my son closer to his own 
way of life, for as he grows older he will be- 
come to realize his whereabouts and life for 
him will become forgotten and for someone 
you love truly, it is hard to bear. 

So, I ask you please try your best and run 
this in your way of write-ups, and see if there 


is some elderly family with no children that 
would be willing to accept us in their home; it 
would please me from the depths of my heart. 
Please give me an answer on this so | will 
know what to do, in telling him what to ex- 
pect and how to carry himself in life. It will 
be hard for both of us, but I must tell him 
the facts of life, because I love him very 
much. I am 31 years old, born April 17, 1923. 
Fraulein Ilse Engel 

Kaubenheim 41, 

Post Ipshiem M.F.R. 

Germany 


WANTED: PEN PALS 


I want my name to be published as some- 
one who wishes to have pen pals in America, 
Hawaii and Liberia. 

I am interested in collecting stamps, mag- 
azines, music and general correspondence. | 
am a young man. 

C. Adio Omorilewa 
Telecom Training Centre 
Oshodi 

Colony Area, S. Nigeria 


I am a patient at this Sanatorium and | 
am writing this letter for a very lovely girl, 
who is seventeen and quite lonely and would 
like to correspond with a nice fellow between 
the ages of 18 and 23. Preferably a boy who 
is in Korea. 

We enjoy your magazine immensely. 

Joyce Lipscomb 
Laurel Heights 
Shelton, Conn. 


I certainly have enjoyed your magazine and 
have been reading it ever since it came out. 
I regret it when I miss a copy. Just like to 
give a few complaints’on the story of “Miss 
Betty Lou Williams, Is There A Man For 
Me?” I have’ often asked myself that ques- 
tion, is there a man for me? I am 26 years 
old and never been married because the right 
man has never come along and asked me to 
marry. It has always been the wrong man. I 
often feel so lonesome. I live alone and 
would like to have a companion to share my 
ideas with. JI am not interested in a man 
that is married, | am only looking for hap- 
piness, and, too, I am not ready to marry 
now but some day when the time comes. 

Alma Marie Baily 
1228 Edwards Road 
Cincinnati, Ohio 


I am an authoress and for a long time | 
have had the wish to get in touch with col- 
ored people in order to concern myself with 
their problems, their mental attitude and 
their creative work. I would like to know the 
poetry of colored people and, first of all, to 
build bridges by means of correspondence, as 
far as this may be possible at all. 

Unfortunately, my English is too bad and I 
cannot express myself in this language and 
therefore such a correspondence would have 
to be carried on in German. 

My request and my question is as follows: 
Would it be possible to find somebody who 
has the education and knowledge of German 
for such a correspondence with me? Perhaps 
there might be someone in the circle of your 
friends-who would be interested in getting in 
touch with me. I should be very grateful to 
you, since in Germany there is no way open 
to me which would promise success in this 
matter. I am 30 years old and, aside from 
my work as an authoress, I have already 
worked for newspapers. 

With friendly regards, 

Peregrina Rother 
Eggenfelden/Niederbayern 
Landshuterstr. 47 
Germany 
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CHITTERLINGS 


... special cooking secret seals in 
natural flavor . . . removes odors! 


Already cooked in their natural 
juices...a tantalizing delight to 
enjoy in minutes... just heat and 
serve! Try Krey Chitterlings and 
Hog Maws today! 

in Cans—Ready to Eat! 
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START AS HIGH AS 
$4,205.00 A YEAR! 


Grade School Necessary 


(Veterans Get Special Preference) 
Get Ready Now for Next Examinations 


City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 


erks and Carriers now get $3,270.00 the first 
f regular employment and automatically in- 
$100 a year to $4,070.00. Open to Men— 

18 to 50. Clerks and Carriers can be pro- 

) other postal positions paying as high as 


Railway Postal Clerks 


uilway Postal Clerks get $3,470.00 the first year 

rular employment, being paid on the first and 

h of each month. ($144.58 each pay day.) 

ir pay is automatically increased yearly to 

).00. Advance may be had to Chief Clerk at 
00 a year. Men only, 18 to 50. 


2 Days On—3 Days Off—-Full Pay 


Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 
d have 3 days off duty or in the same 
tior During this off duty their pay con- 
st as though they were working. They 
a pass when on business. When they 
hey are retired with a pension. 


Many Other Positions 
y other positions are obtainable. Rural Car- 
tenographers — Typists— Patrol Inspectors 
Inspectors—etc. Those wishing these posi- 
ild qualify at once. 


Get Free List of Positions 


t the following coupon. Tear it off and 
day—NOW, at once. 

gh the Institute is not government con- 
this can result in your getting a big paid 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. A-51, Rochester 4, N. Y. 
» me, entirely free of charge (1) a full descrip- 
S. Government Jobs; (2) _ copy d A. 
6-page book, ‘‘How to Get a U. & 
) List of U. S. Government Jobs; (4) 1 Tell 
jualify for one of these jobs. 


OOOO REOC RO COO SCORSESE OS SES EO SEEEEEEOOOEY 


coupon Before You Mislay it. Write or Print 
Plainty. 


Baking is one of America’s high 
industries in wages. 
sonable. but year ‘round good 


field for trained experienced men. Thor- | 


= Ough basic spare time home study course 
lays solid foundation. 


below for FREE Booklet, ‘‘Opportunities 


in Commercial Baking.’’ 


NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 

835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3233 Chicago 14, I. 

Send klet alana in the Baking Industry’’ 
ular 





Not sea- | 


If you have apti- | 
tude for this type of work, send coupon | 


HOW MY AUNT 
COOLED MY HOT HEAD 


By 
DOROTHY DONEGAN 


HE THING for which I am most 

thankful is the quiet, guiding spirit 
of my aunt, Mrs. Lula Mosley, of Chi- 
cago, Ill. I guess I always had what was 
called “temper” when I was growing up. 
They call it “temperament” when you get 
in the entertainment field but it’s just 
plain, unbridled hotheadedness. My aunt 
has always been able to soothe my 
nerves and give me insight into a situa- 
tion that would otherwise cause me to 
boil over. 

For instance, several years ago I was 
scheduled for a concert at Chicago’s 
DuSable High School. Like all enter- 
tainers I had a case of before-curtain 
jitters. I had gone through endless hours 
of rehearsals, careful thought in the se- 
lection of program and I wanted this to 
be a most successful concert. I had 
hoped the place would be packed, that 


there’d be “standing room only” signs 
at the box office. But my dreams for 
that night sort of fizzled out. There 
weren’t more than a handful of people 
in the whole, big auditorium. 

Mad? Oh, I was fit to be tied! I 
refused to go onstage. My mother 
pleaded with me. I was unyielding. 
Others tried to make me see that I had 
to go through with the program. They 
talked about professional dignity. It was 
my aunt who, quietly and unhurriedly 
in that moment of turmoil, gave me a 
new philosophy of life. 

“Take the bitter with the sweet,” she 
told me. “Everyone has ups and downs. 
This may not be a night of smashing 
triumph for you—but you can make it 
a musical thrill for each and every per- 
son in the audience who did come to 
hear Dorothy (Continued on Page 80) 











§rvz No. 273—LADY LUCK. Bright little suit 
with the fine detailing of expensive designers. 
Wand-slender skirt is topped with a back-belted 
boxey jacket with a wing collar, a pair of patch 
pockets and turn-back cuffs. Black, brown or 
navy checked rayon menswear. 


Coat : 
Style No. 271 


9-17 vn» §98 


10-20 
ng 284% 


Style Ne. No. 254 
9-17 


1.98 


$e 


Stryie No. 313—Honey of a coat dress with but- 
tons from neckline to hem. Princess style with a 
full gored skirt. With deep hip pockets and 
striped cuffs. Neckline is convertible—wear it cas- 
ually open or demurely high with its own tie. 


Styie No. 712—Body beautiful sheath with lines 
so slim they never tell your size. Over it and 
other dresses, too, a smart designer's topper with 
an open-or-closed convertible collar. Brown top- 
per with beige dress; navy with blue dress; black 





e 038 


> 40-48, 20% -28% 


Rayon faille. Dior Blue, pink grey. and navy. with grey dress. Rayon gabardine. 


Style No. 2651 
Dress and Coat 
Two-some 
9-17 


1, 1498 


40-48 
20%-28% 16.98 


Sold Separately 


Style No. 278 
9-17 a8 
10-20 


ze 


Styte No. 278—POCKET PATTER. Wide 
swing skirt sports a pocket of enormous pro- 
portions with a turnover cuff and emblazoned 
with a row of giant buttons. Rayon menswear 
in grey, powder, tan or navy. 


Styite No. 265—IT’s one dress that’s an all- 
time wonder—wear it from morn to midnight 
with just a change of accessories. 

Styie No. 266—Cover girl coat to go steady 
.with its match-mate, above, or to flirt with 
@yery other dress you own. Lace collared, 
dé@p cuffed and yards wide. Rayon faille in’ & 
beige, navy, pink. Each piece separately: ” 


a 
© Styie No. 254 — SWEETHEART ROS 

swirl ‘round this fragile-waisted, fabulous- 
skirted, day and night chatmer. Low neckline, 
new lowered hipline rate high in the fashion 
world. Rayon butcher linen in powder, pink 
white and navy. 

Stvte No. 271—LITTLE MISS POPOVER. 
Free-swinging full length duster in wonder- 
weave rayon butcher linen pretties itself with 
two huge carry-all pockets and graceful push- 
up sleeves. In Midnight Navy’, red.or powder. 
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learn This Craft...Earn Big Money 


Look at the Help Wanted ads in your paper. The billion- 
jollar auto repair trade needs trained men NOW! The 
jemand is big . . . pay is big . - Opportunities are great. 
You have a chance to grow with this growing trade, per- 
haps set up your own profitable shop. 


CASH IN ON YOUR SPARE TIME! 

You can begin your Auto Body & Fender ss at home 
in spare time with the proven UEI plan. You learn about 
appearance reconditioning, metalwork, painting, welding, 
other practical phases without leaving your present job. 
Then get actual practice in our large, well-equipped shops, 
repairing wrecked cars under the guidance of skilled in- 
structors. Get FREE book and all the facts by sending 
coupon NOW! 


UTILITIES ENGINEERING mesteTUtE 2523 Sheffield 4 
Auto-Crafts Div. pt. XCH-9, Chicago 14, | tn. 


MAIL TODAY FOR FREE FACTS 


“wise Auvto-Crafis Div. ' 
75) UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE j ' 
— 2523 Sheffield Ave.,Dept.XCH-9,Chicago 14,111. | 

YES! Rush FREE Book and full facts on Auto Body | 
& Fender Repair Training. j 

has b 

om Name meoseinnsstetesbereenssoemssenyetiemeicioes, INE Micsiciecrs j 

men for | Address. intdsneviviinesrdsipiatiiniataa sath Ae 

gm City... Zone or County................ State........ | 

1927 { } Check for special information if under 17. ‘ 
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IT'S PROFITABLE TO 


MAKE and SELL HATS 


Our wholesale price 32 page catalog 
including EVERYTHING USED IN 
*MILLINERY — Blocks, Bindings, 
Feathers, Flowers, Wire and Buckram 
Frames, ete. Send 25¢ for catalog 
illustrating thousands of items and 





you're a. 25¢ refunded on 
first order of $ 
LOUIE MILLER SUPPLIES 


millinery, out, Geese & 


Coat Suppli 
25 N. Wabash Ave Dest. coe, pplies 


Chicago |, II. 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


You can earn a High School Diploma 
in your own home! Prepare yourself 
for a better job and more pay. Study 
in your spare time... No classes 
- » » all materials furnished. Cer- 
tified teachers. Valuable diploma 





Box 144.-X8 Sta. E, Atianta, Georgia 


4% (ey 

TS fe awa 

J) WRITE TODAY FOR COMPLETE 
Aa) INFORMATION 

a A SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY 











e me your name and address so I can send 
his complete Assortment of products on 

t REE Trial. Supply Blair cosmetics, extracts, 
icines, and other household necessities, etc. 
nds. Begin writing orders at once. I ship 
mal products on credit. Our proved plan 
winging success and happiness to hundreds. 
al monthly bargain sales and offers. Won- 
ul premiums for customers. Millions of 
worth of products just like these sold 

No previous experience or capital re- 

I furnish everything. 


QUICK ACTION PAYS 


om now on. Full-Size Product Assort- 
s yours on FREE Trial if you act at 

end no money—just your name and ad- 
‘Hur ry! 


BLAIR, Dept. 
















14NC, Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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By Margo Hughes 


AMMY DAVIS, JR.’S first words af- 
ter his left eye was removed as a 
result of a recent auto accident were: 


“Will I be able to dance again? Will 


I be able to sing again?” 
When he was assured of this, 
he said: “Well, let’s go on 
with the show—I’ll see twice 
” Aside 


lower 


as good with one eye. 
from the eye Sammy’s 
lip was chewed up pretty aw- 
ful and he was cut about 
the face, but plastic surgery 
works miracles and Sammy’s 
face will be fine. There’s 
good news about the eye be- 
cause the muscles were not 
injured so he'll be able to 
move an artificial one. In 
the meantime, Sammy has 
silk eye patches in every col- 
or of the rainbow. Unfor- 
tunately, autos seem to be a 
new menace to our stars. 
The jinx caught up with 
Hazel Scott who fortunately 
is back at her piano-playing 
none the worse for an acci- 
dent which caused her a 
sprained wrist and neck. 


On a recent date, Er- 
roll Garner fans left won- 
dering what happened to 
the “cool” sounds they 
came to hear. What they 
didn’t know was Garner 
was so busy trying to 
teach his new drummer 
the beat (on the paying 
customers’ time) he 
couldn’t play as well as 
Liberace. Garner, the 
best of the solo jazz pi- 
anists, must have run 
through approximately 
50 sets of shy, thin men 
in the past 5 years. 


Amos Milburn got plenty of bigtime 
attention for himself when he stopped in 
Chicago’s Blue Note to watch Dizzy Gil- 
lespie’s opening performance. The Diz 


| ; 
se eeteeeeeeeess State........... | | failed to make the date and Milburn 





Roy Hamilton 











| Amos Milburn 


was called on to play a few numbers. 
The jazzy crowd couldn’t get enough of 
his rhythm and blues stylings, as well 
as his boogie-woogie piano. 


Lena Horne’s neigh- 
bors in her New York 
hotel really miss her now 
that she’s in Las Vegas. 
Lena’s rehearsing had 
other dwellers on the 
same floor forgetting to 
ring for the elevator. In- 
cidentally, Joe Louis 
says: “You won’t have 
to be colored to get in 
the Moulin Rouge.” (Las 
Vegas, too! ) 


The fellows in New York 
are only kiddin’ when they 
threaten to run Babs Gon- 
zalez out of town for ruining 
their grammar with his be- 
bop style of talk, but a local 
disc jockey is serious and 
for good reason. It seems 
that once too often the pop- 
ular deejay has refused 
(while on the air) to play 
a Gonzalez disk so the Babs 
invited the record spinner 
out of his glass cage for a 
quiet brawl. Surprisingly 
enough Babs came out ahead 
on points cause the hefty 
deejay didn’t land a blow 
after his opponent pulled a 
concealed weapon from his 
breast pocket (red pepper!) 
then hurriedly quit the scene. 


Lloyd Randall, one of 
New York’s top stylists 
on the fancy male hair- 
dos has a fortune at his 
fingertips if he’d take 
time out from the wigs. 
Lloyd, a one-time actor and musician, 
has written several tunes which ain’t 
half bad and Nat Cole (during a bar- 
ber shop session) has promised to 
record for him if he ever gets his 
words together. Incidentally, don’t 
forget to (Continued on Page 52) 
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ed HAMILTON, a big-voiced ex- 

choir singer with training in the 
classics, is now setting on recordings a 
new pattern for rhythm and blues vocal- 
ists which amounts to something quite 
radical for the field. Crooning blues in 
the polished and sedate style of a con- 
cert artist, he appears as a direct oppo- 
site of old-school r&b singers who de- 
pend on raucous, off-color presentations 
to make their way. Yet, his stylings have 
scored solidly with fans. His releases to 
date have all been tremendous hits and 
currently he is rated the hottest item in 
the rhythm and blues market, a lucrative 
medium these days because of strong 
public favor for the music. 

Roy first attracted popular note a few 
months ago with his Epic recording of 
You'll Never Walk Alone. Upon release, 
it proved an immediate success in record 
marts and on juke boxes, put Hamilton 
in heavy demand. He has been a hot fa- 
vorite with the platter crowd ever since. 

A youngster of 24, Georgia-born 
Hamilton is nonetheless a veteran of 
singing. He first started warbling at six 
in his native Leesburg. His beginning 
was set in an atmosphere where the 
beat and spirit of the music closely re- 


By 
JAMES 
GOODRICH 


sembled r&b offerings. It was a small- 
town, holy-roller church choir. In the 
choir, Hamilton learned to sing hymns 
with a feeling of soulful expression. 
Eight years or so later, when his family 
moved to Jersey City, N. J., Hamilton 
found another choir to keep him in 
practice at his singing. He exhibited 
unusual talent with the group and was 
featured as soloist with it on several 
occasions. 

About the same time, Hamilton some- 
how developed an interest in another 
type of music—the classics—and began 
to study it whenever he could find the 
time. He turned out to be an apt stu- 
dent. After a few months, he had mas- 
tered a repertoire of songs from the 
semi-classics, specializing in tunes from 
operettas. When singing blues and 
rhythm ditties today, Hamilton frequent- 
ly utilizes methods he has picked up 
from delivery of the classics, including 
a wide range in the octave scale and 
dramatic phrasing. 

Roy got his big break last year when 
disc jockey Bill Cook happened to hear 
him gigging one night in a Newark beer 
parlor and liked his vocalizing. Cook, 
through his (Continued on Page 82) 





How to make 
Clabber Girl's « 


The base of bananas, the touch 
of lemon and the fruity good- 
ness of currants combine to give 
this quick bread a deliciously 
different flavor and exceptional 
texture. Only you, yourself, can 
bake this bread . . . sure and 
easy when you depend upon 
Clabber Girl’s balanced double 
action. 


THREE FRUIT BREAD 
Yield: 1 loaf, 944" x 544" x 2%" 


2 cups sifted 1 teaspoon grated 
-~purpose flour lemon rind 

% cup beet or % cup currants 
cane sugar 2 , beaten 

3 teaspoons 3 spoons 

ber Girl shortening, melted 

Baking Powder 1 cup mashed 

\% teaspoon salt bananas 


Sift together flour, sugar, baking powder, 
and salt. Add lemon rind and currants; 
mix together lightly. Mix together eggs, 
melted shortening, and mashed bananas. 
Add to dry ingredients all at once and 
stir just enough to blend well. Turn into 
greased 9% x 5% x 2%-inch loaf pan. 
Bake at 350° F. (moderate oven) for 45 
to 50 minutes. 


REMEMBER : 
It’s the fresh 


ingredients 
in your home-baked 


CLABBER GIRL 


BAKIN is Se On | “ 












17 














a Es 
- 


ra ie 








ite 


it back. In fact, I got so steeped in the degra- 
weryday life that I nearly lost my own sanity and 


wa WOMEN SAY they will go to hell for vole i . 


Others just do it. 

| went to hell and back for Bob. Only 1 
dation and horror which was so much a 
decency. : i. 

I did lose the thing | was: st important to me—love. 

Maybe you wouldn’t oe iM i. could understand the power Bob held over me and the 
attraction | felt for him, an @tice : strength and capacity for destruction of a cyclone. 

tt all began when | got } 1 

Maybe you could call it s ~The 

At any rate, I felt YY wonder ; agreed to try oie evt as a singer in his South- 
side Chicago after-hours spo at : fime that Carney seemed more impressed with 
: ere t fwas with the way | did “Moonglow.” | laughed at 
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The way | anyhow. she She te discourage my 
show business ¢ of my parents in 





a fire in my 


ae 
Pe 2 . : 


“ Bey 


ae 


19 




















lan Town 
ist Jester 
























One of America’s busiest disc jockeys, Nat 
D. Williams is program consultant at radio 
station WDIA in Memphis. 
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Before Nat Williams joined 50,000-watt 
radio station WDIA, Negro recordings were 
taboo in Memphis. 


66] AT D. WILLIAMS! Now, whatchubet! Ha, ha, ha, ha!” 
That’s a Beale Street expression which is heard as 

regularly as the bearer of the name takes himself on his daily 
or nightly jaunt down the street where both he and the blues 
were born, at just about the same time, around the turn of 
the century. 

The “Whatchubet,” as usually used by fellow Beale Streeters 
in greeting Nat Williams, is a 
recognition of the by-word most 
intimately associated with the 
man who was Memphis’ and 
the Mid-South’s first Negro ra- 
dio entertainment personality. 

It was six years ago that Beale 
Street, Memphis, first started 
catching the rhythm of his in- 
fectious laugh, and started guf- 
fawing in the same tempo. “Nat 
Dee,” 


called, is unique as a master of 


as he is also popularly 


ceremonies and radio dee jay, in 
that he is the only man in the 
field who opens and closes all Bert Ferguson, part-owner and 
general manager of WDIA, 


his programs doing most of the 
discovered Nat Williams. 


laughing himself, via 50,000- 
watt Radio Station WDIA. 
This predeliction for laughter is typical of the man’s whole 
personality. The laugh is genuine. Asked to explain it, Nat 
admitted that he “ain’t always tickled to death when you see 
me laying out for dead.” But, he points out, “A laugh is a 
pretty good foil for fending off a lot of unpleasantness, if it’s 
used at the right time with the right sound effects.” The result 
is not a man who laughs continuously, but one who laughs 
in the best tradition of the blues, (Continued on Page 68) 


» A community figure of large proportions, Nat takes lead in blood- 
donor programs. His Sunday forum show, “Brown America 
Speaks,” has been honored by the Ohio State University. 


Nat rolls out his famous laugh at a party for disc jockeys. En- 
joying the fun with him are disc jockeys Rufus Thomas (l.) 
and A. C. “Moolah” Williams. 


‘} 
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Nat plays role of “the old-timer” on a charity program with 

Maurice Hulbert, Jr., and Starr McKenney. When he isn’t teach- 
ing, writing, or broadcasting, Nat is busy “emceeing” shows. 


oe 


“Sa, 

4 5 . % 

, es eS Py ED 

a (SP x PSS 

Celebrating an anniversary, Nat presents his family to radio 

listeners. He holds older daughter, Natolyn, while Mrs. Williams 
holds younger daughter, Naomi. 


21 


























ul 
with 
Wi 
| ton’s 
la col 
| expel 
| jazz 

| becor 
nan 

Hall 


B 
His first appearance at Carnegie Hall, with the Lionel Hampton band in Arete 


1945, was pianist Milt Buckner’s greatest thrill. But it didn’t end on the a? 


high note he had expected. on th 
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A great musical showman, pianist Milt 
Buckner’s unorthodox style includes leaps, 
shouts, wild head rolls, and chunky chords. 
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"somewhat |by cir- 
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By, the unpleasant- 
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with my greatest thrill. 

When I was still with Lionel |Hamp- 
ton’s orchestra in 1945, the band played 
at an 


la concert at Carnegie Hall. 


| experience! That was in the days when 
| jazz had become swing and ie had 
| become the nation’s pulse. Benny, Good- 
"—}""man had broken the ice ‘at Carnegie 
Hall and we soon followed. 

But the biggest excitement in the band 
was over the fact that Hamp had decided 
to include my one serious composition 
“La Fiesta d’Amour” 
on the program. “La 
Fiesta d’Amour’’ is 
really a conglomera- 
tion of passions set to 
music . . . happiness, 
jealousy, love, indiffer- 
ence, conciliation, and 
a “they lived happily 
ever after” finale. For 
the Carnegie Hall pres- 
entation, Hamp en- 
gaged 35 strings from 








the NBC Symphony 
Orchestra. The direc- 
tor had taken such 


pains in the unusual re- 
hearsals which blended 
the strings with the 
woodwinds, brass and 
percussion of Hamp’s 
wild “Flying Home” 
outfit. 

During the rehears- 
als I couldn’t help remembering the 
early years of piano training that later 
led to the study of harmony at the 
Detroit Institute of Music. With all of 
the acclaim that had come to me as 
pianist with Hamp’s group, this was the 
first chance I had had to show out on 
something a little more serious, some- 
thing that had really been a challenge. 

The date for the concert was April 
15. It couldn’t have been a more im- 
portant day. You see, it was the birth- 
day of my wife, Gladys. I remember 
» how pretty she looked. She wore a com- 
pletely new outfit—light blue dress with 
black patent leather accessories. But 
before the concert she said she wasn’t 
feeling very well. Neither was I. I was 
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mm. What musician 


ss - . re 
doesn’t feel that way?) But my name 
wasn’t listed. “La Fiesta d’Amour” was 


mayne Gladys | 


not even on the program. In its place | 


hes 


was a simple notation |““Carnegie Spe- 
cial.” | couldn’t understand it. 


I rated excitedly ovet to Hamp. He | 


explained amiably that the program had 
been made up before he had decided to 
include my composition. This was kind 
of hard to take because I knew that we'd 
been in rehearsal on “La Fiesta” before 
the program had been set up. Numbers 


added even later were listed. 

I was crestfallen but Hamp promised 
that he would introduce the number 
himself and that I would be called on 
for a special bow to acknowledge the 
applause. That helped calm me down. 
I know I was acting like a frustrated 
prima donna—but who wouldn’t have 
under the same circumstances. 

Number after number was played and 
the reception was terrific. The maestros 
and composers of the many symphonies 
previously performed in the Hall steeped 
in classical tradition, must have really 
turned over in their graves. 

Then it was time for my number. It 
began with no introduction. Mood after 
mood unfolded. The strings blended 


—as well as the| violinists from the NBC 


O LIONEL HAMPTON BAND fan can ever forget Milt 

Buckner. An agile, though roly-poly, piano player, he 
contributed drive, solid jazz, and showmanship to Hamp’s early 
great bands. In those years of frenzy, when Flying Home, 
Hamp’s Boogie Woogie, and Hey-Ba-Ba-Re-Bop were hot items 
nationally, Buckner was the “show within the show.” 

A former student at the Detroit Institute of Music, Buckner 
harbored a great desire to display his serious work. He tells 
the story of what started out as his greatest moment and ended 
as one of his biggest disappointments in the accompanying 
article. But to see him on stage with Hamp’s frantic band, few 
fans suspected that he ever became serious about music. 

Buckner was, and is, a dynamic, colorful performer. He 
created the block-chord style of piano playing. While his 
chubby fists pounded chunky chords out of the 88s, Milt be- 
came a roly-poly acrobat, his head rolling in time to the music 
as if attached to a string. It was music with spirit and volume, 
totally unlike La Fiesta d’Amour. 
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And that was when the big let-down 
came. Even though the applauge con- 
tinued, I was never introduced. No ex- 
planations were ever made. I was rather 
bitter when I left Carnegie Hall that 
night. My fellow musicians in the band 











symphony—congratulated me and com- 
miserated. But no one else ever knew 
that “La Fiesta” was mine. 

The real pay-off came when I went to 
get Gladys. She had felt bad before the 
concert but now she 
was really sick. By the 
time we got home her 
temperature was 103° 
and she had a bad case 
of pleurisy. The big 
celebration we had 
planned for her birth- 
day and my debut at 
Carnegie Hall was off. 
And it was just as well. 
I was in no mood to 
celebrate anything. 

Now, nearly ten 
years later, I can re 
member the real thrill 
of hearing my music 
come to life and of 
knowing it was appre- 
ciated by those who 
heard it. Those are the 
things that really mat- 
ter to a musician. It 
would have been nice 
to be singled out—but now it doesn’t 
matter. That was my moment in the 
sun even if it was shared only with 
Gladys. At least it was a very special 


“ce 


way for her husband to wish her “a 
very happy birthday!” 

In the years since my big night at 
Carnegie Hall, I have been fortunate in 
music. Today I have my own trio, com- 
posed of organ, piano, and drums. Some 
people have been kind enough to call it 
the most dynamic trio in the business. 





That is praise that sounds pleasant to a 
guy who got his start playing house- 
parties in Detroit (where my band-lead- 
ing brother Ted still holds out) for little 
or no money. 
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lrained for a cloistered religious life from childhood, 


Viarilyn Meeres was bitten by the show-business bug. At 
first, the transition was difficult, but now she is happy and 


on her way to success. 


\"\ HEN FILM ACTRESS June Haver 

left a convent to return to motion 

tures last year and later married, the 

wide headlines gave it all the ear- 

irks of a typical Hollywood publicity 

nt. I’ve heard some people express 

the opinion that the whole thing was 

ed from the very beginning. But I 

believe that Miss Haver was sincere 

about entering the Church and then, for 

ason or another, changed her mind. 

| can understand because, you see, the 
thing happened to me. 

or the first 18 sheltered years of my 

ny burning ambition was to become 

2 nun and at 16 I entered a convent and 

began my postulacy. 

: | was treated to a glimpse of the 

world; I experienced the excite- 

und romance of an island in the 


Caribbean. I learned that it is to have 


the tropical moonlight set your pulse 
pounding like native drums and almost 


By MARILYN MEERES 


overnight my life was transformed. I ex- 
changed a life of seclusion in a convent 
for the footlights of Broadway, traded 
the black and white habit of a nun for 
the glamorous gowns of a fashion model. 

Oddly enough, I was born into a thea- 
trical family, but my brother and sisters 
and | were so shielded from public life 
that all we knew of our parents’ fame and 
success in show business was what we 
heard from friends and relatives. Mother 
and Dad were determined that we should 
have a normal childhood, away from the 
spotlights, and during the period of their 
greatest triumphs as the internationally- 
known dance team of Meeres and Meeres, 
I was living quietly with my grand- 
mother. Only after we kids grew older 
did we even see their scrapbooks contain- 
ing photos and notices of their appear- 
ances at the immortal Cotton Club, Con- 
nie’s Inn, and all the other famous night 
spots of that era. 





They say that show business gets in 
your blood and I guess it can be inher- 
ited, too, because my brother, Paul, Jr., 
is certainly following in Dad’s dance 
steps as a night club headliner with his 
Afro-Cuban routines. And, having de- 
cided to return to show business, I in- 
tend to carry on the family tradition as a 
singer. | have been a dancer, a photog: 
rapher’s model and enjoyed two big 
years as a fashion model with the Del 
Marco agency. But I think it eventually 
will be in my career as a vocalist that I 
will approach the stardom that my par- 
ents attained. 

If I eventually reach the top it will be 
in spite of my father’s objections to my — 
entering show business. I recall Dad’s © 
warning as he gave me some fatherly ad- 
vice one night during my memorable 
visit with him in Nassau, Bahamas. I had 
spent the first six years of my life on that 
tiny island but (Continued on Page 65) 
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Modeling fashions became Marilyn’s first big success point fol- 
lowing her acceptance of TAN Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight’s suggestion that she enroll in model school. 
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ONGEST FIGHT of my entire 
doesn’t show in the record 
1 only a few people know about 
; my battle to win the heart and 
the former Edna Mae Holly who 
Sugar Ray Robinson. 
s not one of the 250 ring fights 
[| engaged that was any tougher 
campaign to get that certain 
dna Mae’s finger, but if I had 





EVER HAD 


By Sugar Ray 
Robinson 


York home. Sugar Ray says his longest “bout” was the 
one he fought to win his wife. 


ive over, I’d do it again. 
t time I saw Edna Mae was at 
vimming pool in New York. 
| togged out in a form-fitting 
it, just walking around the 
g mighty good. Her face was 
itiful as her figure. From the 
ried herself, I was sure that 
that she was highly attractive 
»se that most of the men who 
irading around that day were 
ut” by what they saw. 
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gar Pc has 
ught more than 250 times 
his long career. But the 
rht he remembers most did 


not occur x inside Aring! 


Gagging with drums, the Robinsons enjoy a bit of private fun during show at a New 
York club. Known professionally as Edna Mae Holly, Mrs. Robinson was once a 








omehow or other, I didn’t feel 
It sort of made me sore to see 
tting around so proudly—or as 
now say—playing it cool. She 
g a lot of attention, while I, 
rative nobody was just one of 
| of persons who had come to 
| to swim and cool off. 
don’t know how it happened, 
1ext thing I knew, I had shoved 
Although she could 


ell, she was so taken by surprise 


the pool. 





n Paris, Sugar Ray displays grace and finesse remi- 





successful singer. 


that she floundered around and splut- 
tered for a while before she gained her 
equilibrium. I just stood there laughing 
for a moment and then | dived into the 
water where she was, apologized for my 
action, and told her who I was. 

She was mad as a hornet, but I sup- 
pose that the water helped to cool her 
off a bit, and by the time she was ready 
to leave, things had calmed down a bit 
and we each knew who the other was. 
I never even bothered to get her address 


Sugar Ray first displayed drumming talents while still a fighter. 


or her telephone number. 

It was several months before I saw 
her again. I happened to go to the old 
Mimo Club to see the show and who 
should I see dancing on the stage but 
Edna Mae, and quick as a flash, I said 
to myself: “Why, that’s the girl I shoved 
into the pool.” All through the show my 
eyes were on her. She looked like a 
brown china doll up there dancing and 
I’ll admit my heart skipped a few beats 
as I watched (Continued on Page 49) 





In brief return to show business, Mrs. Robinson appears with 


Detroit producer Ziggy Johnson in a charity show. She is equally 


his sleek movements in the ring. He first won the 
famous for her attractiveness and chic attire. 


Paris in 1951, while in Europe to fight Randy Turpin. 
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Are men better lovers in the springtime of their lives? Or do 


they—like whiskey, wine, and cheese—improve with age? 


667) OCTOR HOLLIS ... calling Doc- 


tor Hollis . . .” 

A twinge of envy tugged at my heart- 
strings as the switchboard operator 
announced over the public address sys- 
tem that Dr. Jack Hollis was wanted in 
Room 403. Lucky patient! Alone with 
the young and very handsome Dr. Hol- 
lis— I frowned and forced myself to 
concentrate on the charts I was filling 
out. A bland diet for Room 202; glucose 
injections for— I marked down the sym- 
bols automatically, my mind envisioning 
the scene up in Room 403. It was a 
private room, occupied by the wife of 
a wealthy businessman, who checked in- 
to the hospital whenever she got bored 
with life. There was nothing wrong with 
her physically, but she liked to be fussed 
over and waited on and she didn’t mind 
paying for it. And she just loved to 
have the young doctors and internes 
hold her hand. 

I could picture Jack bending low over 
her, smiling in his best bedside manner. 


Oh, he could turn on the charm, all 
right. He had a disconcerting way of 
gazing at a woman with his soft brown 
eyes and making her melt inside. He 
could excite a woman—any woman. 
That was the trouble; I was just part 
of a crowd, just one of the many 
women—nurses and patients alike—in- 
fatuated with the newest addition to the 
staff at Crestwood General Hospital. 

I pressed my fingertips to my eyes, 
as if to blot out the mental picture 
that was torturing me. 

“Rough night, Warner?” 

I jerked erect and forced a smile. It 
was Sue Knight, ready to take over 
my duty. She always called me by my 
last name, never Ellen. “No rougher 
than usual,” I replied. “There was a 
bit of excitement in Emergency about 
three this morning.” 

She grinned. “Yeah, I heard about it. 
Seems that all the other doctors can go 
home as long as Wonder Boy is around.” 

I stood up and jangled my keys ir- 





LOVERS 








ritably. Sue was always making fun of 
Jack. What had occurred that morning 
was nothing spectacular. Three persons 
who had been involved in a traffic acci- 
dent had been brought in to Emergency. 
The two men had been critically injured, 
but the woman with them suffered just 
a slight case of shock. However, when 
she got a good look at her smashed up 
companions all covered with blood, she 
went into hysterics. No one could do 
a thing with her until Dr. Hollis arrived. 
He quieted her down in an amazingly 
short time, using a bit of psychology 
and a good deal of his masculine charm. 

Of course, by the time the story made 
the rounds it was greatly exaggerated 
and Jack emerged as some kind of mir- 
acle healer. Sue didn’t like Jack, so she 
made the whole thing sound even more 
ridiculous. I managed to hold my tem- 
per, even when she smirked, “Oh, par- 
don me! There I go talking about the 
man you love.” 

“Don’t be (Continued on Page 76) 
29 














ee pee eerste 


= 


Varijuana Madness 


(Continued from Page 19) 


Aunt Alice’s objections hadn’t bothered 
me too much, however. I knew how to 
handle her. In spite of all the fuss she 
kicked up the day I came home to tell her 


about my new job, I wheedled her into 
doing some fancy needlework on a couple 
of second-hand gowns I’d picked up at a 
rummage sale. 


One thing I have to give Aunt Alice— 
she knew how to sew. The creations she 
turned out to cover the vital parts of my 
tall, teasing tan frame were a tribute to 
her imagination and reluctant adjustment 
to modern ideas. Posing in them in front 
of my mirror, I was willing to bet I would 
be a success with the after-theatre, after- 
night club crowd which jammed Carney’s 
little spot every morning. 

The Friday night of my opening I was 
in an inspired mood. Carney, pot-bellied, 
good-natured and sleepy-looking, threw me 
an approving glance when I reported for 
work, got out of my coat and stood in front 
of the desk in his cubby-hole office. 

“You're gonna knock ’em dead, Jewel,” 
he told me. “Why, sweetheart, you even 
move ‘old Carney.’” 

He always considered it a joke when re- 
ferring to himself as “old Carney.” My 
new boss didn’t consider himself old at all. 
Carney was a chippy-lover. Like many men 
in his age bracket (mid-forties) he was 
certain he could give Rubirosa a run for 
his money any day in the week. There 
were always plenty of women around him. 
You never could have sold him the truth 
of the matter—that they came around be- 
cause he was generous with his money. 
Like most over-age Romeos, Carney was a 
sucker for an affectionate pat or gentle 
stroking of his shiningly bald head. This 
was an angle I had picked up on and in- 
tended to play for all it was worth. 

The jam-packed room was heavy with 
smoke. The clink of ice in glasses and that 
peculiarly muffled conversation which is a 
trademark of the after-hours spot, filled 
me with excitement as I floated out on the 


small platform where Harry, the piano 
player welcomed me with a friendly grin. 
My morale went up even higher as I no- 


ticed the critical inspection of the women 
and the furtive admiration of their escorts. 

“You've got to be good, Jewel,” I warned 
myself, standing before the mike. Harry 
rippled off an introductory run to my 
“Moonglow” theme. 

[ was good. I was perfectly at home on 
the stage and thoroughly intoxicated with 
the idea of at last realizing my ambition 

to have a stage of my own and an audi- 
ence, however small, to impress. I tossed 
my head, worked my shoulders and my 
song came out in pure, sultry tones. With 
a calculating eye I sized up the reaction 
my performance was causing. My confi- 
dence grew as I noticed that a lot of the 
30 


conversation had died. The faces of my 
listeners were encouraging and friendly. 

There’s nothing like approval when 
you're on stage. It’s like a wine that goes 
straight to your head; a good, clear wine 
which doesn’t confuse you or your sense 
of knowing exactly what to do and how. 
The applause for my theme was terrific. 
From then on, Carney’s customers were 
mine and [| was utterly devoted to them. 
I let myself go, trying to give them more 
and more satisfaction. When the time 
came for my first break, the audience 
didn’t want to let me go. I ignored that 
though, remembering the wise old slogan 
—‘“never give °em too much.” 

Leaving the little stage, I headed straight 
for a table near the bar. Carney was sit- 
ting there beamingly in the company of 
another man. They rose and Carney, pull- 
ing out a chair for me, declared happily: 

“Sit down sweetheart. I told you you’d 
knock ’em dead and you did it.” 

He motioned in the direction of his com- 
panion. 

“This is Bob Savage, Jewel. Best tenor 
sax man in the Windy City if he’d only 
give himself a break.” 

Mr. Savage gave me a lazy look from 
broodingly dark eyes and said casually: 

“Glad to know you, Jewel. You do all 
right for a beginner.” 

I felt a sting of resentment at his arro- 
gant air, the bit of condescension which 
seemed to come through in his remark and 
attitude. 

Looking at him shrewdly, I came to the 
conclusion ‘that he was a musician out of 
work. It was just a guess. But his relaxed 
air, his presence at the club on a Friday 
night at this early hour and the boss’ re- 
mark all helped me make a stab in the 
dark. 

“Thank you, Mr. Savage,” I said with 
poisonous sweetness. “Just where are you 
appearing these days?” 

The thrust went home. Savage gave me 
a quick suspicious look, growled some- 
thing I couldn’t understand to Carney and 
abruptly left the table without so much as 
a word of parting to me. 

“Cute little character,” I murmured 
aloud, looking at Savage’s retreating back. 
“Why does he love the whole world so 
much?” 

Inwardly, I was pretty sore at myself for 
thinking really how cute Bob Savage would 
have been with a more pleasant expression 
on his face. His hair, close cropped and 
crew cut; his pretty brown color, broad 
shoulders and those haunting eyes could 
have made him a very interesting man. 

Carney laughed at my caustic comment. 

“Savage is all right,” he said easily. “A 
little bitter maybe because he’s out of 
work. But it’s his own fault, really. Any- 
way, who wants to talk about him, baby. 


> 


I want to talk about you. You know, while 
you were giving out up there on the stage, 
I had the strangest feeling that we’re going 
to be friends, the very best of friends.” 

I eyed my boss narrowly. The usual kid- 
ding tone had gone out of his voice. There 
was a heat in his eyes which every girl 
who’s been around even a little bit can 
analyze. I wondered if I were going to 
have serious trouble with this character, 
Confidence in my ability to handle this 
type overcame the fear. 

Leaning forward, placing a teasing fin- 
ger under his chin, I smiled charmingly. 

“You’re sweet, Carney,” I told him. 
Then, checking my watch, I faked alarm: 
“Gosh, I go back on in another half-hour, 
Carney,” I said. “I’ve got to do some last- 
minute sewing on my other gown before | 
hit. You'll excuse me, won’t you?” 

Carney’s face was still lit up with an 
appreciative smile for the caress I’d be- 
stowed on him and the sweet words. He 
really was a sucker for a little attention. 
If I played my cards right, I’d be able to 
continue stalling him off until I got really 
important enough to his business to tell 
him to go peddle his attentions elsewhere. 

In my dressing room I rather surprised 
myself by concentrating on Bob Savage. 
Bet he’d been a nice guy before he’d 
adopted the attitude that the world was 
against him. Wonder what his beef was. 
Wonder what Carney meant when he'd 
said that the fact that Bob wasn’t working 
was his own fault. 

I shrugged my shoulders and dismissed 
Bob Savage from my thoughts. I doubted 
whether I’d ever run into him again and 
I certainly had enough problems of my 
own. The most important thing on my 
agenda was following through with my 
success during the first set. It meant every- 
thing in the world to me to sew up that 
crowd good and to sell Carney on the be- 
lief that he had to keep me. You see, | 
had stardust in my eyes. 


7HEN I FINISHED work early that 
morning, I was satisfied that I’d done 
my best. 

“You whaled, honey,” Carney said with 
real appreciation. “A number of the folks 
stopped by my table to tell me I really had 
something now and that I better watch out 
before someone stole you for another club.” 

He was staring at me in a speculating 
way which made me a bit uneasy. 

“So you know what I think?” he con- 
tinued. “I think I’m gonna be very extra 
special nice to you. I could wait and give 
you a raise after four weeks, like we 
agreed. But I’m upping you right now to 
a hundred. How’s that? Maybe you'll ap- 
preciate it enough to at least come and tell 
me when some of them burglars from the 
other clubs come around making proposi- 
tions.” 

I was delighted. A hundred a week. A 
twenty-dollar raise right off the bat. Inex- 
perienced in such matters, I had no way of 
knowing that my original salary had been 
low anyhow, even for a beginner. 
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“Oh, Carney,” I bubbled. “I don’t know 
how to thank you. I promise I'll work 
harder than ever and I promise that I'll 
Jet you know if anyone else wants me. 
Only, I think I’m going to want to stay 
here a long time if you want to keep me.” 

With his terrific conceit, I suppose it 
was only natural that Carney would read 
something personal into my enthusiasm. 
His immediate reaction was an offer to 
take me to breakfast at Kiah’s, then drive 
me home. 

I was leary about this. But I decided it 
would sound like rank ingratitude to re- 
fuse. Then, too, I was old enough to take 
care of myself and if Carney had to be 
taught that I wasn’t for any action with 
him, he might as well learn it now. If I 
had to lose out as payment for refusing to 
give myself to him, I’d rather it happened 
at the beginning than after I’d gotten used 
to the job and the money. I agreed. 

To my relief, Carney almost behaved 
himself. He was very entertaining during 
breakfast. It made me feel somewhat im- 
portant to be with him. He was a big shot 
on the Southside and everyone treated him 
with a deal of respect. At first, I was a bit 
embarrassed at the knowing looks thrown 
my way by people in the restaurant. They 
were assuming, I knew, that any woman 
Carney was with was a playmate of his. 
But, after-all, why should I care as long 
as I knew the truth. 

I said Carney almost behaved himself. 
When he drove me home and parked in 
front of my door, he did lay a familiar 
hand on my knee. I patted his bald spot 
cheerfully and discouraged him as diplo- 
matically as I could. 

“In broad daylight, Carney!” 
claimed with make-believe shock. 

He grinned broadly and said: “Go on to 
bed, little girl, so you can be prettier to- 
night than you were last night.” 

I didn’t realize at the time that the way 
I was stalling Carney, never actually re- 
buking him, but sort of acting like a pro- 
fessional teaser, was bound to get me into 
difficulties later. I was too filled up with 
the triumph of my first night to be as care- 
ful as I should have been. I was also 
afraid that a sharp rebuff of my panting 
boss might anger him so that he would 
immediately put an end to my promising 
career. Being the stuck-on-himself sort of 
character he was, Carney, I learned much 
too late, accepted my weak protests and 
diplomatic excuses as evidence that I was 
leading him on and would ultimately give 
in, 

My continuing success at Carney’s Place 
—the name of the basement club—was ex- 
hilarating. The club had always done 
fairly well during the weekend without 
having any attraction beyond the fact that 
it was a place to get a drink after legal 
hours and also to order some sensational 
“chicken and French fries in the basket.” 
When word got around that Carney had 
hired me, a girl singer and accompanist, 
the theatrical crowd, local musicians, en- 
tertainers and playboys, as well as celeb- 


I ex- 


rities passing through the city or headlin- 
ing the Regal or Loop shows and niteries 
began streaming to Carney’s. This meant 
business picked up considerably on week- 
nights. Fridays, Saturdays and Sundays, 
you could hardly get in. 

If there was one thing Carney liked bet- 
ter than women, it was money. The rise in 
profits at the club kept him in the greatest 
of spirits. Normally, he was known as a 
man who sold whiskey, but didn’t bother 
with it too much personally. Making 
money hand over fist at the club created 
a change in him. He became more relaxed, 
less watchful of the three waitresses and 
the bartender. He got into the habit of 
sitting back and enjoying himself with the 
more choice customers. He began to relax 
so much that he felt a few drinks were in 
order every night. 

Before he started drinking like that, 
Carney had only been a nuisance. Now he 
became a pest. 

One Saturday morning, after the club 
had closed, he developed into a menace. 

Some of the fellows from the Duke El- 
lington organization had been in that 
night. The atmosphere was particularly 
festive since they were buying rounds for 
almost everyone in the place. Carney got 
real happy with the liquor I noticed a 
couple of times, passing by him, in be- 
tween sets to go to my dressing room, that 
he was much more high than I’d ever seen 
him. He leered at me meaningfully and 
once, in front of a table jammed with peo- 
ple, reached out to pat me suggestively on 
a critical part of my anatomy. I was furi- 
ous, but I didn’t want to insult him in front 
of everyone. I made up my mind that I 
would speak to him about it after closing. 

I cautioned myself to use the utmost 
diplomacy and not infuriate him. I’d just 
received my second raise a week ago and 
that money was looking real good to me. 
Given a few more months of experience 
and saving a large part of my salary, I'd 
be ready to have some arrangements made, 
get materials for Aunt Alice to make some 
more gowns for me and perhaps hire a 
press agent to put on a campaign for me 
so I could land in one of the better spots 
in town. 

At about eight-thirty that morning, I was 
changing my clothes, getting ready to go 
home. I was in my slip when Carney burst 
into the small dressing room without so 
much as a knock on the door. 

I was so amazed by his sudden appear- 
ance that I stood looking at him, speech- 
less and quite self-conscious about my half- 
dressed condition. 

Carney softly closed the door behind 
him and stood staring glassily at my naked 
legs and shoulders. His unabashed nerve 
shocked me into anger. 

“Carney, you get out of here,” I ordered. 
“You know very well you’ve no right to 
break in on me like this. Besides, I want to 
talk to you about the nasty little trick you 
pulled tonight, right in front of all those 
people. It... .” 

I stopped short. As if I hadn’t spoken 


a word, Carney was walking slowly toward 
me. His evil intention was obvious in his 
facial expression. 

I was paralyzed with fear. 

Catching me in his powerful arms, pull- 
ing me close to him, Carney looked me 
straight in the eye, an insane glow in his 
eyes. 

“T’m nuts about you, baby,” he said in a 
tense, low rush of words. “You drive me 
frantic. When you gonna be nice to me, 
Jewel? My Jewel. When you gonna be 
nice to Carney so Carney can be nicer to 
you?” 

It was at this horror-struck moment 
when I made my first big mistake. Terri- 
fied and thinking in a muddle, I decided 
that the best thing to do was humor this 
panting creature; to give in a tiny bit, just 
enough to keep Carney from blowing up 
and harming me or firing me; just enough 
to put me in position to get out of there, 
unharmed. It was an outgrowth of the old 
teaser methods which I had been using 
and which, subconsciously, had become a 
part of me. 

So I stood there, -eyes closed, unprotest- 
ing, as Carney’s arms tightened about me. 
I stood there and let him kiss me, a long, 
ugly, twisted, torturing kiss. I felt no re- 
action, certainly no thrill. I was so wholly 
terrified that I couldn’t feel anything other 
than a retching revulsion which I desper- 
ately tried to keep from dissolving me into 
scalding tears. ; 

Instead of seeming satisfied by my sub- 
mission to his kiss, Carney became bolder, 
more insistent. Finally, unable to stand it 
any longer, desperation overtaking my 
fear, I managed to push him away from 
me. 

“Please let me go, Carney,” I pleaded, 
my voice unsteady. “I don’t feel good at 
all tonight. I’ve got a horrible headache.” 

He swayed drunkenly in front of me, a 
glint of triumph in his eyes. 

“Headache, huh?” he sneered. “’S an 
excuse, baby. ‘Nuther excuse. You really 
like ol’ Carney, doncha, baby? But you 
scared, aincha? I know you like ol’ Car- 
ney ‘cause you kiss him so good and 
loving.” 

He broke out into unreasonable, harsh 
laughter. 

The laughter stopped suddenly. He 
glared at me fiercely. 

“You do like ol’ Carney, doncha, baby?” 

It was more of a threat than a mere 
question. 

“°Course I do,” I said coaxingly, my 
whole body still trembling with the in- 
dignity of it all. “But please, Carney, dear, 
not tonight.” 

His eyes lit again with insane joy. 

“Dear, huh?” He rocked with heavy 
mirth. “Dear, thassa good one. Calls ol 
Carney dear. How dear?” He had changed 
again to the threatening way. “How dear 
are you? What’s your price, little baby. 
Carney’ll pay. Carney always pays. No 
matter how dear.” 

(Please turn to Page 40) 
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The look in his eyes wasn't ex- 
actly fatherly. “Let's see what 
your wife says about it.” I sug- 
gested. “i'd like to meet her 
and explain that its strictly 
business.” 
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Alva had to make a trip to California, but she was al- 
most broke. When a vacationer offered her a free 
ride, it seemed like luck—until they hit the road. 


hve SIGHT OF the new sedan with the California license plate halted 

my mad flight down 125th Street and it seemed that here was the 
answer to my dilemma. | hadn’t been consciously trying to work it out; 
I was too hurt and angry for that. When you’ve built all your hopes and 
dreams around a man, only to have him run out on you without even 
leaving a goodbye note, you’re not apt to be doing any calm, logical 
thinking. 

You think of all the plans you’ve made together and you get so mad 
you could burst; you remember the smooth line of sweet talk he handed 
you and your heart goes dead inside you. 

You recall the landlady’s voice, “George? Why, honey, he left for 
California two days ago! You mean he didn’t tell you?” You fight back 
the tears of bewilderment as she rattles on, “Fact is, I thought he’d be 
taking you with him—sort of a honeymoon, you might say.” 

Stunned, you turn and grope your way down the steps of the rooming 
house, trying not to remember all the times you’ve climbed them arm-in- 
arm with George, up to find the only real happiness you’ve ever known. 
What was the name of that famous old movie—“Seventh Heaven”? The 
young lovers in it found their heaven in an attic in Paris, seven flights up. 
Your heaven was only three flights up, but it was real and not make-believe. 

You walk down St. Nicholas Avenue, neither knowing nor caring where 
your footsteps take you, and blindly you turn down 125th. Then, through 
the mist of tears you see the yellow license plate with the black numerals 
and something clicks in your brain. The car is from California—where 
George is—and the owner is probably staying at the Theresa. Sup- 
pose... ? 

I stood there on the crowded sidewalk, shoved from side to side by the 
passersby and tried to collect my thoughts. All right, suppose everything 
that came to my mind was true? What did that add up to? There were 
probably dozens of cars in Harlem from California; the problem was to 
meet someone who was driving back soon. (Continued on Page 53) 
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I AM THE TYPE of girl that people 

Took at and say “What in the world 
does he see in her?” And it’s easy to see 
why they say it. 

It is not true that any woman can be 
beautiful if she makes up her mind to it. 
Some women can never be. Some wom- 
en are born just plain ugly, as I am, 
and nothing can be done about it. 

There is no need to go into the details 
of my physical appearance—just enough 


“Rosa, you are a good woman,” he said, 
taking me gently into his arms. “You are 
as clean as the house you keep.” 








mar- _ got what I wanted it would be a miracle. 
ul In high school when other girls were 
t out how thrilling it is to have 
for those bys pay attention to them, | was left 
y lack of attractio ea ee - he bi : da saying about me, 
When I was in high t i even the girl 


aware of the 


th 











As some girls treasure dreams 
of Hollywood fame, Paula 
treasured the dream of moth- 
erhood. But, for her, Fate 


had other plans .. . 


R. LIPPINCOTT’S FACE was stern 
as he faced me across his desk. 
“Don’t tell me you have done it 
again, Mrs. Maney,” he said. “Not 
after the warning I gave you the last 
time you lost your baby.” 

I grinned at him with a cockiness I 
was far from feeling. “I sure enough 
have!” I told him, and even as I said 
the words a heady triumph soared in- 
side me. “And don’t you go hanging 
crepe all over the place, either,” I 
added defiantly. “This time is going 
to be different.” 

His face set in lines of strong disap- 
proval, he got up and opened the door 
to the examination room. “Let’s check 
up to make sure you know what you're 
talking about,” he said. “Frankly, I 
hope you’re wrong.” 

After the examination I faced him 
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across his big desk. 
nded with the disapproval in his 
»w, and inside me was a terror 


ht—on both counts. 


ould confirm it—! 


Determined to have a child 


of her own, Paula even tried 


to fight God. 


She won and 


she lost and—in the end— 
found the happiness she’d all 


but prayed for. 






Concern 


down by sheer force of will 
[ didn’t dare let him see how 


ned I was that I would lose this 


; I had lost the other two. I 


yretend to a complete confidence; 


act so sure that I would con- 


im, too. 


I said brightly. “Am I 


kind eyes studied my face 


fully, and I noticed all at once 


-d he looked. 
he said slowly, seeming to 


his words with great care. “You 


You are 
t again, and this time will be 


aned forward tensely, searching 


eagerly to grasp what he meant, 


d gripping the edge of his desk 


knuckles were white. 
mean—” my voice was just a 
of hope—“you mean that this 


will be all right?” 


ady knew the answer; I had 
my mind that this baby would 
alive, in spite of God, in spite 
edical science might say. This 
going to live. If only the doc- 
I hardly 
waiting for his answer. It 
low in coming. 
an, Mrs. Maney,” he said final- 
I dare not allow you even to 


to carry this baby through. 


ildn’t do it anyway; this child 


>» born, as the others were, pre- 
and dead, or too small to live. 
effort would almost certainly 
your life. Your physical con- 


dition leaves us no choice. You will 
have to go to the hospital immediately 
—the sooner the better.” 

I felt the blood drain from my face 
as I leaned back in my chair, anguish 
twisting my heart dry. 

“But—but I thought ethical doctors 
wouldn’t do that,” I murmured. “I 
don’t want to lose this baby, doctor. 
I can’t. I won’t!” I snapped erect 
again and stared at him defiantly. He 
had to save my baby. He had to! 

“We don’t perform operations for 
foolish, selfish women who seek only to 
circumvent Nature for their own pur- 
poses,” he said stiffly. “But in a case 
like this. where it is a question of the 


“We'll adopt nothing,” 


pital temorrow?” 

I leaned toward him across his desk, 
my hands outstretched in an agony of 
entreaty. 

“Dr. Lippincott,” I said, “please, 
please help me save this baby. Just this 
one. That’s all I ask. Look around at 
all the mothers who are mothers by ac- 
cident, not because they want children. 
Look at the mothers who leave their 
children on door-steps, who kill them 
at birth. Why should I, who want a 
child so bad that—that I feel like I’d 
die when my baby dies—why should | 
be denied the right to motherhood? | 
know I’m taking a chance; but it’s my 
life, isn’t it? And you'll admit miracles 


1 said frozenly. “If 


we cant have our own, | refuse to play 


mother cat to the unwanted kids 


of the 


mothers who didn’t want to be mothers.” 


virtually certain loss of two lives, as 
against the saving of the precious life 
of a young wife—well, we don’t like it, 
but there are times when we must do it. 
This is one of those times.” His eyes 
were pitying now, as they saw the tor- 
ment that racked me. “I’m sorry, Mrs. 
Maney,” he said gently. “I'd give a 
good deal to be able to give you an- 
other verdict. But you recall that I 
told you this two years ago, when you 
lost the last one, and that I warned you 
then that another effort to bear a child 
might cost your life. I’m sorry to say 
that your condition is not as good now 
as it was then. Can you go to the hos- 





do happen—this time might go all right! 
Please let me take that chance!” 

The lines in his face had deepened 
until they seemed to have been chiseled 
in. He sat studying his hands, folded 
on top of his desk, for minutes that 
seemed an eternity. My eyes followed 
his, and | too stared at his hands: capa- 
ble fingers, pliant, flexible instruments 
that held in their palms the balance be- 
tween life and death. 

“When a birth is imminent,” he said 
finally, “and I know I cannot save both 
the mother and the child, I usually ask 
the husband to decide which life shall 
be saved. Since you are so determined 
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to try again, I’ll leave the decision to 
your husband. Will you have him come 
to see me tomorrow?” 

I fell hopelessly back in my chair. 
“Oh, no,” I said dully. “That wouldn’t 
help at all. I know what Al would 
say. 

“Then that settles it,” the doctor said 
briskly. “Shall I make the hospital ap- 
pointment for tomorrow?” He was 
reaching for the telephone even as he 
spoke. 

Distracted, I sat up. “No.* Oh, not 
yet,” I gasped. “Let me think a little— 
I'll call you soon. In an hour. May I?” 

“Of course,” he said compassionate- 
ly. “Only don’t, for your own sake, 
and your husband’s, postpone your de- 
cision long. I know you feel grieved 


at this now, Mrs. Maney. But you are 


| young, and you have a good husband 


and a nice home, and there are so many 
of those unwanted children you spoke 


of, and children who have been robbed 


of parents by death, who need homes 
like yours. Maybe God has other plans 
for you—” 

I got to my feet. 
God to me, doctor,” 
“And I want my own baby. 
stand? My own—not a waif!” 

I left his office and went out into the 
street, and began walking along aim- 
lessly, my mind a turmoil. I had 
thought my mind was made up; but I 
had counted on being able to persuade 
Dr. Lippincott to take care of me. I 
had any normal young woman’s desire 
to live; without him, I knew my 
chances of a successful pregnancy and 


“Don’t speak of 
I said bitterly. 
Under- 


| delivery were even slimmer than other- 


wise. And yet—and yet— It was this 
time—or never for Al and me. I would 
never again dare become pregnant; not 
even wanting children as I did, so bit- 
terly that it was a physical pain that 
pressed upon my heart, adding to the 
other weakness of that organ until at 
times I thought I couldn’t bear it any 


longer. 


ape YOUNG WOMEN are born to 

be mothers, as others are born to 
be singers or nurses or teachers. I was 
one of those fashioned for motherhood. 
I was the eldest in a family of eight; 
even in those days, ours was a planned 
family, with a couple of years between 
each succeeding child, so that by the 
time the third and fourth came along, 


I was old enough to be a real help with 
them. And how I loved being the “lit- 
tle mother,” as Daddy used to call me! 
To me, each new baby sister or brother 
was sweeter than the last, and I never 
needed to play with dolls—I had real 
dolls to hold and love and cuddle! I 
guess we were about the happiest fami- 
ly in the world; Mother and Daddy 
would no doubt have gone ahead and 
had another half-dozen children in time. 
But when Lisa, the youngest, was two, 
Mother had to go to the hospital for a 
sudden operation; and in two days 
more she was gone. 

Being the eldest, and a girl, it was 
natural for me to take over in Mother’s 
place. And, bitterly as I missed my 
Mother, I can honestly say I loved every 
moment of being a substitute mother for 
the seven younger Wades. I knew then 
that all I asked of life was to marry some 
man as fine as our Daddy, and have a 
tremendous family of ouY own. I treas- 
ured that dream as other girls treasure 
dreams of being movie stars. 

I was nineteen when Al Maney and I 
We had known each other 
vaguely, the way you do in a small 


fell in love. 


town, ever since we were kids in school 
—he was two years older than I. But 
all of a sudden we met face to face at a 
neighborhood swimming party, and that 
certain spark flared up between us; and 
we both knew it was love, and we wel- 
comed it with open arms. 

I think he fell in love with my family 
as much as with me. He had been or- 
phaned when only four, and had been 
raised by an aunt and uncle who had 
no children of their own. 
good enough to him, but it was the dry, 
barren, dusty sort of goodness that 


They were 


means proper diet and good clothes but 
little love and less understanding of the 
heart of a boy. It was wonderful to 
watch his eyes shine as he took part in 
the laughter and happy jokes and im- 
promptu parties that were as much a 
part of our home as the wide front door 
that stood forever ajar, welcoming 
friend and stranger alike. 

“Let’s set the day soon,” he begged 
one night as he held me tight and 
kissed me good-night in the shadows of 
the big front porch. “I can hardly wait 
for us to get started on a family of our 
own, Paula. I hadn’t realized how lone- 


ly I’ve been all my life until I saw what 


a wonderful thing a real home and 
family can be!” 

The wave of joy his words sent rock- 
ing through me was so. over-powering 
that it left me trembling in his arms. 

“I’m even more eager than you are.” 
I confessed, laughing shakily. 

We were married the following month 
—a home wedding in the big, battered 
living room of our home. We banked 
the room with flowers, and the house 
was crowded with family and friends; 
and afterwards, at the simple reception, 
there were the usual toasts and good 
wishes, and jokes about big families— 
only they weren’t jokes, for everyone 
knew Al and I meant to have a big 
family. My brothers and sisters were 
as excited about it as if our children 
were due to arrive at any minute! 

“Aunt Grace said there were several 
sets of twins in our family,” Al con- 
fessed to me on our wedding night. 

“Would you mind if we had twins?” 

“Mind! I think it would be the most 
wonderful thing in the world—they’d 
get here twice as fast! Oh, Al, a boy 
and a girl—” 

“Hey, slow up!” he said, laughing 
tenderly. “Wait for Poppa, darling!” 

But in the end it was Al who waited. 
It was over a year before the first of 
“our babies,” as we spoke of the chil- 
dren we planned to have, accepted our 
invitation to begin his journey to earth. 

When I first suspected a baby might 
be coming, I hurried off to Dr. Lippin- 
cott as fast as I could go, so excited 
my chest ached with it. 

“Is it true?” I demanded after he had 
made the tests. “Is it a baby?” 

He smiled. “It will take two days for 
the tests to be concluded,” he said, “but 
I can say it is probable. Come back 
Wednesday .and I'll tell you more.” I 
didn’t notice the grave look around his 
eyes then. I was too happy. 

Wednesday was even more wonder- 
ful, for he told me our baby had finally 
decided to head our way. “I’m a little 
concerned,” he told me that day. “Your 
heart isn’t all it should be, young wom- 
an. “You'll have to be careful.” 

“Oh, I will, I will.” . 1 promised hap- 
pily. 

When I told Al that. evening .about 
the baby, he turned white as a sheet. 
“Oh, g-gosh!” he stammered. “Are—is he 
sure? Are you all right? Oh, Paula—” 
He lifted (Continued: on Page 71 ) 
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Marijuana Madness 
(Continued from Page 31) 


His hand went sloppily into the breast 
pocket of his suit coat. He brought out a 
wad of greenbacks, waved them proudly in 

ynt of me. 

[ managed at this moment to snatch up 

street dress. 

[ held it in front of me as if it were or 

uld be a shield. 

Please go and let me dress, Carney?” I 

leaded. 

He studied me solemnly. 

Okay. So you don’t want my money. 
Don’t want me. When you gonna want me, 
aby?” The last words were whined rather 
than spoken. 

Next time, Carney. Next tinfe,” I said 

pe rately. 

He shrugged his shoulders sadly turned 
nd walked slowly out of the door. 

[ was in a panic to get my clothes on and 
leave. Was Carney waiting for me outside 
the door? Would he intercept me, try to 
make me go somewhere with him? What 

yuld I do? The only other person in the 
place was the porter, cleaning up. He was 
ifraid to look Carney in the eye. Little 
help he’d be. 

Fully dressed, my heart beating a rhum- 

rhythm of fear, I peered out the door. 
Carney was sitting at a table in the center 

the shadowy club. His head was rest- 
mn his folded arms. I prayed he had 
fallen off into a drunken stupor of sleep. 
[ tiptoed out the door and on toward the 
tairway leading to the street. The short 
listance from the dressing room to the 
irway seemed the longest area I’d ever 
ered. Carney didn’t move and mirac- 
ulously, I found myself upstairs, out in the 
od, cold air, free, safe. 
[ hailed a cruising cab. 


(+ OING TO BED when I got home was 
merely for the purpose of keeping 
Aunt Alice from realizing anything was 
wrong. I knew positively that I wouldn’t 
ible to sleep. I felt like someone who 
d been in another world, a world crowd- 
with evil nightmare and fantastically 
shtening horrors. 
gically, since I seemed to lack the 
gth, sheer common sense to keep Car- 
his distance, one would have ex- 
ted me to be determined to quit my job. 
That was the thing furthest from my mind. 


Being in show business, carrying out my 
plan for getting ahead had become a driv- 


1g passion with me. I simply couldn’t 
rrender it. There had to be another way. 

it myself adrift from the job at this 
ent might condemn me to losing out 


ntirely. But how to keep the job and 
handle Carney? 


hould I give in to him, allow him to 
ike my body in exchange for his con- 
favor? The very thought sent 
of rejection through me. The 
of those coarse, indecent hands 
enough to kill that passing idea. 





Could I muster up enough courage to 
pretend that I was ready to quit; to bluff 
him into leaving me alone? Perhaps it 
would work. After all, I had become a 
valuable property to him, businesswise. 
But suppose the bluff didn’t work? If he 
called my bluff and I didn’t quit, then he’d 
have every right to consider me in his 
power. 

I had no one to come to my aid. I didn’t 
dare tell Aunt Alice. Not only would she 
go into the “I told you so” routine, but 
she’d make life so miserable for me at 
home with her worry that I’d have to give 
up the job. 

Strangely, after all these weeks at Car- 
ney’s Place, I hadn’t made one single male 
friend, close enough to trust. If only I 
hadn’t been so wrapped up in my show 
business desires. I’d have a boy friend 
now. I’d had several more or less fleeting 
affairs. But I'd never encouraged anyone 
sufficiently. Plenty of time for that, I’d 
always said. Plenty of time after I’d got- 
ten my career on the road. I’d have my 
pick of the greatest then. 

So heavily was the problem weighing on 
my mind that, even though I didn’t sleep 
at all that day, I was thoroughly alert and 
not at all drugged with the lack of rest. 
I was a bundle of nerves all day long. 
Aunt Alice looked at me queerly several 
times and demanded to know what was on 
my mind. I managed to quiet her curios- 
ity, pleading a headache. 

Fear grew bigger within me as the hour 
approached for leaving the house for 
work. Would tonight be a repetition of 
last night? Would tonight be even more 
drastic? Would Carney insist on my keep- 
ing my word about “being nice to him 
next time.” I shuddered to think of that 
promise. Of course, he’d insist. 

I was in for a surprise when I arrived 
at the club. Carney wasn’t in. The bar- 
tender told me he’d phoned and said he’d 
be in real late if at all. The boss told the 
bartender to take charge and check the 
receipts out himself if he himself didn’t 
show up. 

I was greatly relieved, but conscious, of 
course, that this provided no solution to 
the problem. 

My nervousness and tension were re- 
flected in my work that morning. I went 
through my songs mechanically my only 
object to get on and off stage, to retreat 
to my dressing room between sets so I 
could think, plan, think. Any minute I 
expected to be frozen with horror at the 
sight of Carney entering the door. 

Just before the last set of the morning, 
feeling optimistic because Carney still 
hadn’t shown up, I went to the bar for a 
drink. 

I was staring moodily into my glass 
when a voice next to me made me jump 
with fear. 

“Your singing stinks this morning” the 
voice said. 

I swung around and stared into the sul- 
len eyes of Bob Savage, the sax player 








Carney had introduced me to some weeks 
back. 

For the minute, my problem was forgot- 
ten, swallowed up in resentment of this 
strange fellow’s insult. 

“Who asked you?” I demanded coldly, 

To my surprise, Bob’s lips parted in a 
big, appealing grin. 

“Nobody asked me,” he admitted. “] 
shouldn’t have been so blunt about it. It’s 
just that you’re so good usually and to- 
night, it’s obvious you’re not in the groove 
like you usually are.” 

Remembering his scorn after our first 
introduction, I was floored by the compli- 
ment, also impressed because I knew that 
his unfavorable criticism of my perform. 
ance. 

What puzzled me was Bob’s comment 
that I was “usually” good. 

“T guess you’re right at that,” I said 
slowly. “But on the other hand, what qua- 
lifies you to talk about how I ‘usually’ 
sing. You’ve only been here once since 
I’ve been here.” 

Bob threw me an amused look. 

“That’s what you think,” he said. “I’ve 
been here a half-dozen times. Sat way in 
the back all by my melancholy self and 
just listened.” 

I was incredulous. 

“You mean, you came in especially to 
hear me.” 

“Of course, silly,” he came back gaily. 
“Don’t be so unsophisticated about my ab- 
ject admiration. Haven’t you ever had a 
fan before.” 

Truthfully, I felt silly. Silly and warm 
inside and appreciative. This was the 
nicest compliment I’d ever received. But 
the crouching terror inside of me wouldn’t 
allow me to feel good for long. 

“T don’t know whether it’s going to do 
me any good having fans after tonight” 
I said, thinking aloud. 

Bob shot me a quick look of concern. 

“What’s that mean?” he wanted to 
know. “You leaving town or something? 
Don’t tell me Carney’s getting rid of you. 
He’d be a fool to do that. Besides, I know 
how much he thinks of your work.” 
































“Yeah, I know,” I said bitterly. W 
“Gosh, how bitter can you sound?” Bob 
asked. “Looks like you’ve really got prob- o 
lems. How about sitting down at a table l 





with me and telling Uncle Bob?” His 
smile twisted wryly. “Uncle Bob’s got a 
genius for solving everyone’s problems but 
his own.” 

It didn’t take any persuasion. I was 
badly in need of a friend, if only someone 
to listen sympathetically. Besides, Bob 
was turning out to be completely different 
from the withdrawn, self-hating and un- 
sociable person he’d appeared that first 
night. 

He listened intently as I poured out my © 
story. When I described the brutal en- 
counter with Carney of the night before, 
he whistled. 

“Gee, I'd heard about the old guy’s 
chippy-chasin’ ways. I never thought he’d 

(Please turn to Page 80) 
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AN IMPORTANT THING for every woman to remember is to be 


glamorous at home no matter how busy her work day has been. 


When it’s time for hubby to come home after a hard day at the 

office, it’s up to the wife to greet him with a cheerful smile while 

looking her best. A “spiffy” clean dress or adorable toreador 
pants, and a tiny dot or two of his favorite cologne will help 
do the trick. “At home” glamour should be simple glamour 


. easy to manage and easy to keep up. 





rachio” 


At home for a gourmet’s delight is a white 
glazed chintz skirt printed in fruits and 
vegetables. Skirt is circular and can be 
worn with petticoats. By Korday, $4.95. 


rfect cotton for the career girl is 
{ striped madras in tones of brown, 
green and a dash of turquoise. 
y Korday, the price is $4.95. 





worn 





OTTOW SKIRTS FOR 
YEAR-ROUND WEAR 


ruentl 
ular. 
ippro 


l for 


Full gathered skirt of bright tablecloth 

check in deep tones of red, blue and 

orange, is highlighted with white. By 
Korday, the price is $4.95. 
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Lith 4. yi we . Gay, full-cut circular skirt has an unusual 
rY tl, wl, ~ treatment of smart stripes. Made of cotton 
a e corduroy, the skirt is a must for career or 

’ & p college. By Korday, the price is $10.95. 
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!\ TODAY’S world of fashions, cotton knows 
o season, and a well-made cotton skirt can 
worn all year round, and is a must in the 
dern wardrobe for business or career women. 
rts will be bouffant with yards and yards of 
ric, or made on the order of the sheath dress 
h slim conservative lines. The new long torso 
rpretations, such as the skirt gathered from N 
hip instead of the waistband, is being shown : 
juently, but the bouffant skirt is still the most 
ular. Winter, summer, spring or fall, there is 
ippropriate design or color that will meet the 


1 for every occasion. 

















flattering hairdo perfectly adaptable 
all occasions has long, deep waves 
over the ear. 








Modified version of the boyish crew cut is 
clipped so hair flips upward in back. Hair 
is extremely short. 


Captivating coiffure features all-over head 
curls cut in subtle layers. Hair is shorter 
than the Italian Boy cut. 


Longer hair is back in vogue and can be styled 
as effectively as short hair. This coiffure has 
a pompadour of large curls on top. 
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CONTROVERSIAL SUBJECT on 
hair is whether to wear it short or 
long. Many women who cater diligently 


to popular trends are uncertain as to 
what length they should wear their hair 
this season. Almost every spring and 
summer brings on chatter about the 
“new” length and the ever popular 
shorter styles. Without a doubt the 


trend is slowly easing toward longer 


Called a transition cut is a short hair style 
with a “long” look. The hair is deftly, yet 
conservatively clipped. 


hair. Longer hair, however, does not 
indicate shoulder length locks, but in- 
stead, it means hair worn slightly longer 
than the tousled, wind-blown styles. 
This season’s hair length will not 
measure more than two inches at the 
longest point along the nape of the neck. 
Longer hair styles will have a look of 
smoothness about them with a continu- 
ing line of hair in back from the crown 


to midway between the neck. Curls will 
be soft and natural, but will have a 
definite position in the hair style and 
not be pushed and shoved about at will. 
No matter what the style dictates, 
coiffures that are styled for comfort 
are always better than hair arranged 
to suit a popular fad. Hair styles were 
designed by Mrs. Lucille Banks of 
Banks’ Coiffure Studio, Chicago. 
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TN\HE AGE OF PLAIN PIES seems to be slowly 
dying out, for now there are all sorts of new and 
inusual pies being concocted with different twists that 
ike them something very special, with both taste and 
e appeal. Recipes call for combinations of tasty 
1its and spices, and chiffon pies are made out of 
erything from vegetables to fruits and nuts. Some 
e even made with gingerale, kool-aid, syrup, cream 
heese, and many other standard products found on 
e pantry shelves that serve duo-purposes. 
However fancy the new ideas for pies may be, the 
id standard of plain apple pie is still No. 1 on the 
nerican menu, with cherry and lemon running a 
se second and chiffon pies coming next on the list. 
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Beau-Catcher Pie 
Soften 1 tbsp. gelatin in %4 cup milk. Scald 1% cups 
milk, add %4 cup sugar, dash of salt. Beat 3 egg yolks 
lightly, combine slowly with hot milk. Cook over hot 
water until mixture coats spoon. Add softened gelatin, 
stir until dissolved. Remove from heat, add 1 tsp. vanilla. 
Melt 1 square chocolate, stir in Y cup hot custard mix- 
ture. Add 2 tbsps. sugar, cool, pour into baked pie shell. 
Chill. Beat 3 egg whites until stiff, fold in Y cup sugar 
gradually. Fold in custard, % cup chopped toasted al- 
monds. Pour into pie shell over chocolate, chill until 
firm. Top with whipped cream, almond halves. 
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Pruana Pie 


/Cut 2 cups cooked prunes from pits. Heat 
1 cup liquid from prunes. Blend thorough- 
ly % cup sugar, 3 tbsps. cornstarch and 
% tsp. salt and stir into prune liquid. 
Cook and stir until clear and thick. Re- 
move from heat and blend in prunes. 
‘Cool. Arrange layers of prune mixture 
ad 2 sliced bananas in baked pastry shell. 
Top with whipped cream. Decorate with 
sprunes, banana slices and walnut halves, 
if desired. Serves 5 or 6. 


Upside Down Apple Pie 


Spread %4 cup soft butter in bottom and 
sides of pie pan. Stick Ye cup walnut 
halves in butter, then sprinkle with Y2 cup 
brown sugar and 1 tbsp. water. Line 
coated pan with pastry. Combine 4 cups 
sliced apples, 34 cup sugar, 2 tbsps. flour 
and 1 tsp. cinnamon and mix lightly. Turn 
into pastry-lined pan and top with pastry. 
Bake in hot oven (450°F) 10 minutes. 
Reduce heat to 350°F and cook 45-50 
minutes longer until apples are tender. 
Let stand 5 minutes, then invert over serv- 


iftg plate. 


Peach Melba Pie 


Roll enough vanilla wafers for 1% cups 
fine crumbs. Blend with 5 tbsps. melted 
butter. Press firmly into bottom and sides 
of greased 9-inch pie pan and chill. Heat 
14 cup syrup from canned peaches and 
stir in 3 tbhsps. sugar and I tsps. corn- 
starch. Cook and stir until mixture boils. 
Cool. Pour mixture over 1 cup halved 
strawberries and 142 cups canned peach 
halves. Chill. Just before serving, spoon I 
quart vanilla ice cream into crumb shell 
and top with glazed fruit. 
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| You, too, can enjoy the benefits of a high school 
| education to further your business, educational or 
| social career. Now you can get your diploma at 
| home! No classes to attend. You need just a few 
| hours a week—in your spare time—to finish high 
| school the easy Wayne way. 
SET YOUR OWN PACE... LEARN EASILY! 

| You get thorough, individual instruction. Voca- 

tional and academic subjects; standard texts fur- 
| nished. Full credit for previous schooling. Prepare 
| for college entrance examinations. Send coupon 

today for FREE Catalog HAS-44, 
| WAYNE SCHOOL, 2627 Sheffield Ave. Chieage 14, lil. 


MAIL NOW FOR CATALOG ! 

WAYNE SCHOOL, (Catalog HAS~44) 

2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Ml. ee 
with fu 

Pease cond me ete 


eel 





Name .. 
Adéress 


ntl 


























wv ’ 
Cooking has been my 
career for 25 years... Se ef... eat 

e : a her go 

i. : Be The 
| cook With | ces 
rs . , ™ ee to see | 
“Do yt 
“Ho 
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cepted 
ns for a ¢ 
Says: Apple Annie Prune Pie yt 
Mrs. Mabel Lawrence 2 cups cooked prunes, cut into pieces. later f 
151 Amherst St. Pare and slice 1 apple, combine with candy, 
Hempstead, Long Island prunes. Combine Y2 cup prune juice, %% for a 
cup brown sugar, 2 tbsps. cornstarch, | finally 
tsp. cinnamon, % tsp. salt. Cook and stir toad 
until thick. Add 1 tbsp. butter. Combine leave | 
with fruits, turn into pastry-lined pan. I pr 
Lucky Mrs. Lawrence! For 25 years she’s it Cover with top pastry. Bake in 425°F keep t 
been able to devote herself to her very ae 4 oven 10 min. Reduce heat to 350°F, cook inary | 
favorite subject—good food! In addition a - cm - 45-50 min. longer. four-ro 
to operating a private catering service, - he ‘ a aad : ing mt 
she’s also on the cafeteria staff of North- if or Y -* wf —e for out 
side School in Hempstead, Long Island. aT 1 Re” 2 eo she sa 
For many years she owned and man- ft, | " ; fis Pe getting 
aged her own tearoom. 4 , wi 
: . j ‘ a ste. denly 
One flavor discovery I made early in ; aes a seid t 
ny food career was Camation Milk, Both Lawrence children have musical : i ' movie 
ays Mrs. Lawrence. “Ever since, I've talent. Here, Egbert plays a violin solo \ a oe <> . i nearly 
preferred Carnation to enrich both my for his sister Sara, who studies the ' > ; eo. sg” not be 
3rofessional and home cooking. In the harp. Both healthy youngsters were — short | 
ast 25 years I’ve used many thousands raised on Carnation Milk! “a> ta? se though 
of cans of Carnation. Never once has _ ~ Afte 
he quality been anything but extra- a Crumb-Topped Peach Pie at all. 
eamy. and extra-rich!” q Line 9-inch pie pan with pastry. Drain ae 
Viake this flavor discovery yourself... GF 1 No. 2% can peach slices, arrange in oi tn 
ext time you make a recipe that calls : f Ae pastry-lined pan. Sprinkle with 1 tbsp. After 
r milk, use Carnation! i rs ’ xf lemon juice. Combine Y cup flour, 34 cup F had n 
pene sugar, 4 cup butter, Y2 tsp. nutmeg; mix pete 
’ until crumbly. Spread over peaches. Bake 

Mrs. Lawrence says: ; , oo f in hot oven over 425° F. i aates. Re- ig 
in rich butterscotch puddings, 4 <= duce heat to 350°F, bake 20-30 min. Cool, delphi 
try — ; ; sprinkle with nuts and whipped cream. ~o 
” / CARNATION WHIPPED TOPPING During winter week-ends the Law- C, saad 
poe aa pi rences ‘se their garden for spring- . Sie ; — 

P time planting. Mr. Lawrence “takes " cause 
cw anand carainn mreter | ten’ toenoy piping het cup colle | ay Se 
Siap Gibb seen, ie annie deen with creamy-flavored Carnation. ’ interes 
minute), add 2 tablespoons lemon juice, = o By | 
then whip very stiff (about 2 minutes longer). am ‘ , 4 this w 
erve at once over pies, puddings or desserts. % ° j me. | 
Vhen preparing Instant or Regular 4 aa ° . month 
puddings, use double-rich Carnation ' 2, -: date m 
= | equal amount “~ ‘ if Te “4 out on 
bs : You 
rated 
Sour Cream Raisin Pie : = 

Rinse 2 cups raisins, add 34 cup water, I was 
Among Mrs. Lawrence's favorite cook- simmer 5 minutes. Blend together 2 cup I picl 

ing uses for Carnation are puddings brown sugar, 1 tsp. cornstarch, 1 tsp. salt. news 
and pie-filling mixes. Her family can Add to hot mixture, cook, stir until clear. : : 

hardly wait to taste this butterscotch R h : bl “A “?— é ms © 
pie, topped with whipped Carnation! emove fr eee? om, ene & — of thi 

L cream. Pour into pastry-lined pie pan, top have. 
"OcInzto - wren 9 wee with pastry strips. Bake in hot oven, 425 to he 
: ‘ WORLD’S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK F. 10 min. Reduce heat to 375°F and bake had n 





30 min. 
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The Longest Fight I Ever Had 


(Continued from Page 28) 


her go through her intricate routines. 

The next night I was backstage with a 
big bouquet of roses. When I finally got 
to see her, I said, handing her the flowers: 
“Do you remember me?” 

“How could I ever forget you?” she 
replied, and she laughed a little. She ac- 
cepted the flowers but refused my request 
for a date and slammed her dressing room 
door in my face. 

But I wasn’t giving up so easily, she 
later found. I sent her more flowers and 
candy, each time repeating my request 
for a date. After four nights of this, she 
finally gave in to my badgering and agreed 
to a date, with the proviso that I would 
leave her alone after that. 

I promised her but I never meant to 
keep that promise. I was just a prelim- 
inary fighter in those days, picking up a 
four-rounder here and there and not mak- 
ing much money, so I took her to a movie 
for our first date. But when we came out, 
she said: “I’m hungry, Ray, how about 
getting something to eat?” 

I wished that the sidewalk would sud- 
denly open up and swallow me when she 
said that because after paying for the 
movie tickets I was almost flat broke. I 
nearly died. We went to the Automat but 
not before I haltingly told her that I was 
short of funds. She was a good sport, 
though, and paid for the food. 

After that night, she wouldn’t see me 
at all. I found out that she really was 
serious about that first date being my last 
one. I also found out that her people were 
not too anxious for her to see me either. 
After all, I was just a nobody while she 
had made a name for herself in the 
entertainment world. 

Nearly four months later, I came down 
with the flu just before a fight in Phila- 
delphia. I phoned her and told her that 
I was entering the hospital. I must have 
touched a spark of sympathy in her be- 
cause she came down there to see me. 
She seemed to be developing more of an 
interest in me, and boy, was I tickled! 

By now, I had made up my mind that 
this was the only girl in the world for 
me. But it was at least another four 
months before Edna Mae consented to 
date me steady. She must have seen some- 
thing in me, too, for right away she started 
out on a program to make a man of me. 

You see, my mother and father sepa- 
rated when I was quite young and in order 
to make a living for the family, she had 
to go out to work every day. As a result, 
I was left to shift for myself a lot and 
I picked up nickels and dimes selling 
newspapers, delivering groceries and shin- 
ing shoes. I naturally missed out on a lot 
of things that a growing youngster should 
have. Knowing all this, Edna Mae set out 
to help me get some of these things I 
had missed. 


I found her to be a wonderful friend 
as well as a sweetheart. She is the kind of 
person I would want to have as a friend 
even if we had never married. It was al- 
most two years from the time that I first 
met her that she consented to be my wife. 

I was in the Army then, stationed at 
Mitchell Field, N. Y., and she had come 
out to Chicago for a visit. I got a three- 
day pass and came to Chicago and we 
were married at the home of her friend, 
Mrs. Ann Helm on 55th Street. When my 
pass was up, we went back East, she to 
an apartment hotel suite we were able to 
find and I to Mitchell Field. Because I 
was a sergeant I enjoyed the privilege ac- 
corded to non-coms of living off the post, 
so I was home every night. 

I was in the Army for a year and nine 
months. When I came out, things began 
to pick up in the fight game and I was 
able to make a little money. My wife was 
not only an actress and dancer in her own 
right, but she had also attended college. 
She began to teach me a lot of things 
about culture and also about little things 
like grammar and etiquette and she found 
in me a willing and apt pupil. 

If I were asked what it was that at- 
tracted me most to Edna Mae, I would 
say that it was because she is a lady in 
every sense of the word. Not only is she 
beautiful and talented but she also knows 
something about almost everything. 

My wife is a Southern girl, born in 
Miami, Florida, into a very fine family. 
Her grandfather, Dr. Alonzo Holly, con- 
tributed much in the early days of cancer 
research. There are also other medical 
men in her family. 

When we were married, there were so 
many things I didn’t know. I didn’t know 
how to dress or how to talk properly. Edna 
Mae saw to it that I learned these things. 
I was such a heel, I suppose, that she 
actually looked at me as a sort of pathetic 
figure. 

“Ray,” she used to say to me, “you're 
not a bad looking guy and you have a 
terrific figure, so why not capitalize on 
them? Just because you’re a boxer doesn’t 
mean that you should look like one when 
you're out of the ring.” 

And then she began to tell me the 
kinds of clothes that would help to bring 
out my personality and show me off to 
the best advantage. As I made more 
money, I was able to buy some of the out- 
fits she suggested and my friends began 
to tell me how much better I looked. 

If I have a speech to make (and I have 
been making a few lately), Edna will say: 
“Ray, you’d better let me look it over— 
just in case,” and that “just in case” 
means that she wants to catch any errors 
of fact or of grammar or to catch any 
statement which she feels I cannot afford 





to make or which would make me appear 
foolish. 

And let Ray, Jr., or me, make a mistake 
in grammar, and she’s on us just like 
white on rice. As a result of her efforts, 
I never feel ashamed or embarrassed now 
if someone calls on me for “a few words.” 

Edna Mae is one of the best cooks in 
the world. She saw to it that I ate prop- 
erly, something I hadn’t been doing. Now, 
I rarely eat out unless I am away from 
home. The food just doesn’t seem to taste 
right. At home, I eat like a dog. She can 
fix barbecue and stewed chicken that will 
melt right in your mouth and I’m no 
slouch myself when it comes to making 
barbecue sauce. 


M*Y WIFE was never particular about 

my fighting (she first saw me fight 
Fritzie Zivic), neither was my mother and 
they are both tickled that I decided to 
forsake the ring for the entertainment 
business. In fact, it was Edna Mae who 
pushed me into show business. After I 
quit fighting in 1952, I began to show 
signs of restlessness and she was quick 
to spot them. 

After all, she was hep to what was hap- 
pening in the entertainment world. She 
knew about the high salaries that were 
being paid in show business and knowing 
my ability to dance as an amateur, she 
saw no reason why I shouldn’t head out 
for the big time and pick up some of 
that loot, too. © 

She persuaded me to go on one TV 
show and since that time I have been de- 
voting all of my time to perfect my act. 
Although I have been dancing since I was 
eight years old, I found that I needed to 
get some special training. Ray Bolger and 
Hal LeRoy gave me some lessons and I 
am still going to dancing school now learn- 
ing new routines and perfecting old ones. 
Edna Mae helps me with this, too. 

If she sees me doing something wrong, 
she. says: “That isn’t right, Ray. This is 
the way it should go.” And the same thing 
applies to our domestic life. If I look like 
I am going to get out of line one little 
bit, she is quick to tell me. 

We have been married eleven years 
now, and believe me, this is one marriage 
that is going to stick. It is so easy for 
persons in the sports or entertainment 
world to drift apart for one reason or 
another, but that is not going to be the 
case with us. We are married to each 
other for life and nothing is going to 
pull us apart. 

When you’re in the public eye, people 
are quick to circulate rumors and false 
stories about how So-and-So are getting 
along. The gossip mongers have a field 
day, once a story starts making the 
rounds. In our case, however, we intend 
to make fools out of people like this be- 
cause we are probably more in love with 
each other now than we were the day 
we were married. 

You see, we have something in common 
besides being husband and wife. We work 
49 
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together in everything. Whenever it is pos- 
sible, she travels with me. Our son, Ray, 
Jr., was five in November, so she has to 
devote a lot of time to him. Once we had 
thought of doing a husband and wife act 

n the stage but this would have meant 
that both of us would have to be away 
from home at the same time. so that 
naturally had to be ruled out. We might 
have made an excellent team, I’m sure 
that working with Edna Mae would have 

harpened my dancing. 

Edna Mae loves people and so do I. 
lat is why I get such a bang out of my 
present occupation. She knows that I am 
likely to come home at any odd time with 
some of my cronies. I am 32 years old 
now and the reasons I am working so hard 
now—doing five and six shows a day—are 
that I would like to stop working at 35 
ind devote all of my time to my family 
ind to the charitable projects in which 
[ am now engaged. 

It’s a tough grind, but I decided long 
igo that nothing worth while comes easy. 
In this life one has to be on guard always 
to place mind above matter rather than 
the other way around. 

In my time I have met presidents and 
kings and have thrilled to the applause of 
millions while earning nearly two million 
dollars. I held two ring titles and lost 
only three fights out of 250, only 146 of 
which, however, show on the professional 
record books. 

They called me a “sweet” fighter, but 
what I want most now is to be “sweet” to 
my family. I owe a lot to my wife for 
being so patient and understanding. I owe 
her some time and I owe time to our son. 
You know we’re also working on increas- 
ing the family. I would love to have a 
daughter. Unfortunately, we lost two 
babies, but we haven’t given up on this 

not a bit. It would be mighty nice to 
have a little Edna Mae around the house. 

Although the battle to win Edna Mae 
will always be remembered by me as my 
longest fight, I am still engaged in another 
long fight but one which I expect to win 

the fight against cancer. That’s tougher 
than the one I lost to Joey Maxim but 
it can be licked. 

[ am proud and happy to be associated 
with the Runyon Cancer Fund and I won- 
der whether too many people know that 
over 100 Negro doctors have received 
grants for cancer research since the Fund 
was established. 

[ am also interested actively in the 
Heart Fund. I know that as many Negroes 
die of cancer and heart disease as do 
members of any other racial group and I 
would not be a part of any organization 
or institution which practiced even the 
lightest degree of segregation in admin- 
istering the funds or distributing benefits. 

{mong my other non-profit activities are 
my association with the National Founda- 
tion for Infantile Paralysis, B’nai B’rith 
und the Hearst Veterans’ Fund and a 
group of Harlem youngsters in whose ath- 
letic program I am actively interested. 
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It is to groups like this that I hope to 
devote much of my time when I have hung 
up my dancing shoes and boxing gloves. 
We have a beautiful home, and I want to 
enjoy it. To do these things, I must keep 
busy for the next three years, working 
as hard as I can for success. 

I have always said that it takes just as 
much hard work—maybe more—to stay 
successful as it does to become a success. 
I also say that any success which I have 
had or may have, is due largely to the 


efforts and influence of my wife. She 
pushed me along many times when other. 
wise I might have given up. 

Pushing, it seems, has played a mighty 
important part in our. lives. Just think, jf 
I hadn’t pushed. Edna Mae into the pool 
that day, I might never. have reached the 
point where I am today. That is one im. 
pulsive action that I have never regretted, 

Fate didn’t smile on me that day; she 
laughed out loud! THE END 





Should Young Couples Live With- In-Laws? 


(Continued from Page 7) 


trouble maker, in many cases it is the hus- 
band’s mother who is to blame. A mother 
is more likely to be overly possessive of a 
son than a daughter, they discovered. 


N INTERESTING OPINION is that of 
Maria Cole, the “other half” of one of 
the most famous marriage partnerships in 
show business. The wife of Nat “King” 
Cole feels that unless it is absolutely nec- 
essary, a young couple should live apart 
from relatives. “My own in-laws are just 
wonderful people and we get along beau- 
tifully,” she says, “but I would not want 
to live with them, just as my husband 
would not want to live with mine. 

“In-laws have a tendency—which is per- 
fectly natural, of course—to interfere when 
arguments or disagreements occur. And 
nine times out of ten the couple will soon 
patch up their differences—if they are left 
alone.” 

Mrs. Cole recognizes that there are ex- 
ceptions. “There are times in a few peo- 
ple’s lives,” she continues, “where the 
parent is aged or ill when it is just not 
financially possible for a couple to main- 
tain a separate establishment. When that 
happens, it is up to the in-laws to make 
the sacrifice, to step back and be just a 
bystander. Most intelligent in-laws would 
not want to live with their children, any- 
way, because they know they must take a 
back seat and let the youngsters run their 
own household and make their own de- 
cisions.” 

This viewpoint is the same one expressed 
in the recently published book, /n-Laws: 
Pro & Con, by Dr. Evelyn Millis Duvall. 
This book probes the in-law relationships 
in a large number of American families. 
Some 5,000 men and women were surveyed 
in gathering data for the publication. 

Mothers-in-law cause most difficulties, it 
was found. They were described by the 
well-worn labels: interfering, meddlesome, 
critical, dominating, demanding, posses- 
sive. 

Second on the unpopularity list were sis- 
ters-in-law. Nine out of ten of the com- 
plaints pertain to women. Perhaps, Dr. 
Duvall pointed out, this is because women 
carry out most of the close in-law relation- 
ships. Fathers-in-law were rated fourth in 
unpopularity, while brothers-in-law were 
third. They were said to be incompetent, 
immature, thoughtless, indifferent, and, in 


the case of older brothers, self-righteous 
and meddlesome. 

On the brighter side, one-fourth of the 
1,337 persons interviewed said they had 
no problems. Their reason: relationships 
based on mutual respect between the 
families. 

Dr. Duvall observes that in-laws are “full 
grown and unknown” when they enter into 
personal relationships with the newlyweds. 

This fact is recognized by the director 
of the American Institute of Family Rela- 
tions. After a survey of 1,600 married 
couples throughout the country, he states, 
“I think young people will help improve 
the situation if they take the plunge from 
the very beginning, use the terms ‘Mother’ 
and ‘Father,’ and let their actions con- 
form.” The information assembled during 
this bit of research showed definitely that 
the use of the titles of address—“Mother” 
and “Dad”—almost always go hand in 
hand with harmonious in-law relationships. 

In the case of Helen S. a comfortable, 
easy-going relationship with her mother- 
in-law was virtually impossible because of 
the elder woman’s domineering personal- 
ity. Joe’s mother was a leader in society 
circles and a strong-willed matriarch at 
home. She was impatient with Helen when 
she failed to -follow the long-established 
procedure in her household. Being Joe’s 
mother, she felt that she alone knew what 
was best for his health and welfare, often 
clashing with her daughter-in-law. 

Perhaps even more detrimental to the 
marriage of Joe and Helen was the fact 
that Helen was being robbed of the expe- 
rience of being mistress in her own home. 
Her mother-in-law, with more experience 
in these matters, took over the entertain- 
ment of all visitors, whether they were her 
own guests or those of the young couple. 

One writer has pointed out that “The 
difficulty is that most of us think that good 
in-laws just happen. They don’t,” she in- 
sists. “You have to work at being a good 
relative by marriage just as you have to 
work at any other worth-while relationship 
in life. 

“And brides and grooms have to work 
at it as well as mother and father and sis- 
ters and brothers and aunts and uncles 
and cousins.” 

Referring to an aunt whe won.the love 
and respect of her own family, the writer 
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noted that eight simple rules of conduct 
were responsible: 

1. She was tolerant and always ready to 
put herself “in the other fellow’s shoes.” 
2. She showed no favoritism, but” was as 
eager to do nice things for her in-laws as 
for her own relatives. 3. She refused to be 
jealous. 4. She was never possessive. 5. 
She never tried to make anyone over. 6. 
She respected everyone’s right to a certain 
amount of privacy in personal affairs. 
7, She went more than half way. 8. Most 
important of all, she never forget to prac- 
tice the the old maxim “to live and let live.” 

Helen and Joe S. had a fifty-fifty chance 
of saving their shaky marriage, but only 
in the event that Joe had the strength of 
character to break away from his parents, 
despite the attractiveness of the help they 
offered. Only by making this move could 
Helen be free of the strains and tensions 
which combined to undermine her health 
and self-gonfidence. Being so directly un- 
der the influence of her husband’s parents 
made it almost impossible for Helen to 
make a good in-law adjustment. 

How to make such an adjustment has 
been documented by Prof. Peggy Marcuas 
of the College of Home Economics of Cor- 
nell U. Using the confidential question- 
naire method, she found that the follow- 
ing factors are closely linked to good in- 
law adjustment: 

1. Happy marriage of parents on both 
sides. Prof. Marcuas’ survey showed a 
strong relationship between good in-law 
adjustment and happy parents. “If parents 
are happily married,” she points out, “they 
have less need for over-attachment to the 
children—are more willing to let them lead 
their own lives.” 

2. Parents’ approval of the couples’ mar- 
riage. Without this, a good relationship is 
virtually impossible. 

3. Friendliness of his and her parents 
toward each other. If one set of parents 
does not get along with the other, in-law 
trouble is bound to result. 

4. Similarity of religious background. 
Conflict in this area is a positive danger 
signal, 

5. Meeting the wife’s (or husband’s) 
family before marriage. This is important 
for future good relations. 

6. Living by themselves. This was la- 
beled a “must” for young couples who hon- 
estly want to avoid in-law trouble. 

Prof. Hornell Hart, Duke University’s 
famed sociologist, puts it even more blunt- 
ly: “Don’t live with or even in the same 
neighborhood of your relatives or in-laws, 
and do not allow them to live with you.” 

It may be that Joe and Helen S. are un- 
consciously heading for the divorce court, 
or it may be that even under their present 
difficult circumstances they will somehow 
manage to stay together. 

As psychiatrist Dr. Lena Levine puts it, 
“Some marriages survive anything. Others 
crack up at the first harsh word. What’s 
done to you is not important. What mat- 


ters is how you feel about it.” THE END 


Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 5) 


neither phone nor answer any of the let- 
ters. Oh, Mrs. Jackson, I love him so very 
much it hurts. He is not married and I 
know very little about his family .. . all 
I know is that I love him and want him. 
Please help me find a way to get to the 
man I love. My friends tell me I should 
get another boy friend but all I do is 
dream of the man I love. Tell me what to 
do to save my love. 

M. Drake 
Dear Miss Drake: 

If ever there was a lost love you have 
it, so stop all this childish day dreaming 
and face realities. If the man wanted to 
contact you he certainly would have done 
so by now. You can pine away all your 
time if you wish, but if you had any sense 
you would take the advice of your friends 
and find yourself another boy friend. It 
seems that after a year and a half of noth- 
ing you would have given up by now, for 
it’s evident that he doesn’t love you in any 
way and is not interested in knowing that 
you love him. Stop those letters and con- 
centrate on someone else. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am married but my husband and I 
are not together. He is 20 and I am 18, 
and we have one small child. He left me 
and I had to get welfare aid in order to 
pay my rent and food bills. I can’t work 
because I have no one to take care of 
my baby. About two weeks ago. I saw 
my husband and we had a talk. It looked 
as if we were going to make a new 
start when all of a sudden he began to 
talk about a boy friend I had long ago. 
He said I had been going with this fellow 
when we were married although the truth 
is we were just very good friends. Every 
time I see my husband now he accuses me 
of still going with this boy. I know he 
has girl friends and I wish he would real- 
ize that I am human, too. He is a heavy 
drinker and spends most of his time with 
a club of men. I don’t know whether to try 
for another reconciliation or just to com- 
pletely forget him. 

Mrs. C. Z. Folk 
Dear Mrs. Folk: 

Your husband is suffering from a guilt 
complex and releases it through his accu- 
sations directed at you. No matter what 
excuses are offered its wrong for married 
partners to date anyone other than their 
spouses. His conscience is probably both- 
ering him a great deal and maybe he 
needs you as badly as you need him. Al- 
though it may seem useless for you to try 
for a reconciliation, I think it is the best 
thing to do. If you offer him the comforts 
of a good home, companionship and love, 
he may reform and become a better hus- 
band. Don’t make the mistake of trying 
to match his unfavorable deeds with unbe- 
coming behavior on your part. Make up 
your mind that if this friend of yours is 


causing that much trouble between you 
and your husband it would be best to 
forego his friendship. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

For the past few years I have been in 
the Army, much against my wishes I must 
add. However, I couldn’t change things 
so I went in and served my time like a 
good citizen. When I left home I thought 
everything was in order. My girl friend 
agreed to wait until I came out of service 
before we would get married. It seemed 
as if things were going to work out fine 
until I received a letter from her last week. 
She told me it would be best for us not to 
get married. According to her letter she 
was not in love with anyone else, but still 
she didn’t want to marry me. I will soon 
be discharged from the Army and don’t 
know what attitude to take when I go 
home. I would like to know what’s going 
on without asking her or my parents. She 
may have the wrong idea about me and 
my behavior in the Army. Sometimes, 
especially when I first came in, I was ter- 
ribly lonely until I adjusted to Army life. 
Anyway, I often wrote her letters about 
the make-believe fun my buddies and I 
had when we went into town when in real- 
ity we seldom left the post. I certainly 
hope I haven’t given her the wrong impres- 
sion because I still hope to marry her. 
Whatever the reason I’m looking for a 
good explanation to tell her so she will 
believe in me again. 

Sincerely and hepefully. 
Pvt. Johnny K. Jenkins 
Dear Pvt. Jenkins: 

I really think you have no serious cause 
for alarm, but this should be a warning 
to you: never take your girl too much for 
granted and then forget her. I don’t know 
how frequently or far between your letters 
and visits were to her, but I do believe 
that if you had acted as if you sincerely 
loved her she wouldn’t display this appar- 
ent lack of faith in you. Of course, there 
could be dozens of factors that are caus- 
ing her to break the engagement. And 
here again you have left out a blank .. . 
is she wearing a formal engagement ring 
or pin or is she just holding promises? 
Possibly there is a chance that she still 
loves you but somehow has the idea that 
you don’t love her and is therefore trying 
to save herself from an embarrassing and 
humiliating experience when you tell her 
so. Not that you will, but that doesn’t 
alter the fact that deep in her heart that’s 
what she thinks is going to happen. The 
best thing for you to do is to write, call 
or visit her as soon as possible and “put 
your cards on the table.” Tell her the 
truth about your loneliness and the imag- 
inary stories you created to impress her. 
I’m confident you will discover that she 
still loves you and needs the assurance 
from you that you feel the same way. 

THE END 
5l 














Bringing 
Up Baby 
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( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


With a new baby, it often 
seems as if the days aren’t 
long enough to cram in 
regular chores, baby care 
—and husband care, too! 
But the wise mother 
makes time for a rest-and- 
relaxation schedule. A few 
“forget - it - all” minutes, 
snitched from each hour, will leave you 
feeling surprisingly refreshed. A half-hour 
snooze during baby’s afternoon nap will give 
you plenty of pep to whip through the dust- 
ing, dishes or whatever task you’ve by- 
passed. Best. of all, these revival periods 
help keep your spirits smiling —a three-way 
boon to baby, daddy and you! 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 


Worth its weight in gold: Help offered by 
doting grandmothers, baby - sitting nieces 
and others. Take advantage of it. 





“Solid” start. The first solid food your 
little one meets is usually cereal (although 
many doctors now suggest fruit or meat for 
baby’s first adventure with textured food). 
When your doctor gives you the starting 
signal for cereal, you’ll find Gerber’s Cereal 
‘Quads” most helpful. Small-size boxes of 
Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and Cereal Food 
(a mixed cereal)—are conveniently wrap- 
ped together—make it easy to introduce a 
variety of mild, pleasing flavors. Each one 
is thoroughly pre-cooked and ready to serve. 
All have a smooth, nice-on-the-tongue tex- 
ture when mixed with milk, formula or 
other liquids. All are enriched with iron, 
calcium and B-vitamins to more than whole- 
grain value. 





Cover story. Gerber’s Cereals make fine 
breading for fish, croquettes, chops, etc. 
Wonderful crispy eating. 


Vew! Flavorful! Fruitful! A dish to de- 
light your darling . . . Gerber’s Strained or 
Junior Fruit Dessert. Here, now, is a happy 
blend of three of the most popular fruit 
flavors—delicate orange, apricot, and mel- 
low, mild pineapple — combined with a 
touch of tapioca for a smooth, appealing 
texture. M-mm, more please! Gerber’s Baby 
Foods, Fremont, Mich. 
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Time Out For Cool Talk 


(Continued from Page 11) 


bought you some shoes and I paid your 
dues. I gave you a horn to honk and cash 
to play tonk. I must have been on the red 
ticker kick. Now I’m no poet and you 
and I know it. But I’m a Jane from 
Spokane with a Lane from Fort Wayne. 
Now, Cool Daddy Ed, I don’t want to whip 
your head. But I'll be a she panther on 
this little banter if she don’t disappear 
before I say beer. Now you've got the key, 
so come with me. She’s a teen, but I’m the 
queen. So remember you're ahead, but 
still my Cool Daddy Ed. Shall we broom 


from this room for our shed instead?” 


I INE ON THIS LINE: I was thinking 
4 the other night and almost had apo- 
plexy (cloudburst) trying to interpret the 
fact (stone) that what young girls don’t 
know about affairs of the heart (red ticker) 
would fill a library (knowledge mill of hip 
sheets). You see these flashy young girls, 
always, it seems. in a hurry, running in 
and out of the glamour spots where the 
veteran playboys (males without visible 
means of support) loaf and call the 
turn while their more experienced women 
friends work for them, and when the 
young girls stop at last, they find them- 
selves still chasing in and out without 
anything to show for it (green beat out 
on that machine). 

This girl (the gawn fawn) was a daz- 
zler, gay, pretty, shapely, or at least she 
believed what the boy teen agers (cooties) 
told her, and she thought she should move 
around with older men. So she quit the 
Coca-Cola set and began making overtures 
among the fellows with the Cadillacs who 
look so wise and who are so spectacular 
with their possessions such as money, 
women, clothes and cars. Well. I found 
that our heroine’s name was Lily and the 
man she picked out to play around with 
(fishtail stud) was named Cool Daddy Ed. 
He kept his business to himself, and was 
notorious for the many women on his 
string and the various shady deals he 
pulled, the fact that he was a peddler—a 
man who would do anything for a dollar, 
and for leading young girls astray. 

Cool Daddy Ed once earned a living 
playing drums with various name bands, 
but his habit of making passes at female 
patrons at dances got him in trouble ro- 
mantically when a smart woman hooked 
him (gave him a nuzzle) and he soon 
found himself in her clutches (he got her 
muzzle). All this was perfectly all right 
since he liked for a woman to take care 
of him, because he was broke and he had 
had to slow down (play dead while his 
books were in the red) and that is where 
his girl came into his life and took him 
over. 

She lifted him up when he was almost 
destitute, gave him money to pay his rent 
(sous so he could really pay them dues). 
Then she told him: “Sweetheart, I’m buy- 
ing you a Cadillac and some sharp clothes 


(vines with the proper lines). When you 
sleep it won’t be on the ground in a park, 
I’m putting you between some white sheets 
on the nights when the wind blows cold 
(old Hawk prowls). I’m putting some big 
money into your pocket (side bag) but 
don’t give a nickel of it to any other woman 
while you are making the rounds in the 
car. I want my common-law husband 
(blood stud) to be tops and have plenty 
of money.” 

But Cool Daddy Ed, once the empty 
spaces in his belly were filled out, began 
chasing after other women—all types, and 
he forced them to give him their love as 
well as their money for he was a slick 
character. While Ella was out trying to 
make some money, he was playing his 
game. The night he saw Lily with an. 
other fellow. he was putting on a show 
for the crowd in the joints, his eyes rest- 
less ‘gimmers straying) and flashing his 
roll. The place was a madhouse of social 
activity. plotting and scheming. 

Then out of the night (smog) Lily came 
through the door and exclaimed: “I’m 
strickly for the big things in life (the 
vaunce). I’m looking for a man who is a 
lover.” When she said she needed a “sad- 
dled steed” she meant a well-heeled chap 
with an automobile. The remainder is easy. 
All you’ve got to do is read it—and under- 


THE END 


stand. 





Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 16) 


dig that crazy King Cole-Dean Martin 

record we told you about. Title: 

“Open Up The Dog House Door” 

(Two Cats Are Comin’ In). 

Eartha Kitt has established a scholar- 
ship for deserving students at Roosevelt 
University in Chicago and is writing all 
her show business friends asking them to 
contribute to her fund. Four students have 
already received 1 year scholarships 
through the fund. In addition, it’s reported 
Eartha gave 10% of her ’54 income to in- 
terracial charities. 

Dolores Rhiney—the beautiful 
model who crossed the pond a coupla 
years ago—has a brand new name 
(Dolore Francine) and is upsetting 
just about everything moving in 
Rome. She’s scheduled to appear in 
an Italian movie in which she’ll play 
the second lead. 

Sidney Poitier has made his way back 
to Hollywood and is real busy working in 
a new movie tagged “Blackboard Jungle.” 

Vic’s saloon in Minneapolis burned 
out and took $8,000 worth of Big 
Jay McNeely’s instruments and suits, 
causing the group to borrow a set of 
instruments and head out-of-town for 
some quick one-niters. 

You can believe it when we say the 
Lionel Hampton crew is a riot. At a con- 
cert in Amsterdam, Holland some 2,000 
fans broke in “free”’—and the floor caved 
in right in front of the bandstand. 
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Hitch-Hike 


Romance 


(Continued from Page : 


Maybe it wasn’t such a wild idea, after 
all. If I could talk them into giving me a 
ride . . . for a share of the expenses .. . 

Just then I noticed the parking meter. 
The red arrow was registering “violation” 
and whoever owned the car would surely 
get a ticket from the cop, who was even 
then checking that side of the street. Well, 
no point in letting someone else get into 
a jam, I reasoned, just because I had 
enough trouble for a dozen people, trouble 
I wouldn’t wish on my worst enemy. 

My worst enemy—George? With the 
wonderful inconsistency of a woman in love, 
I couldn’t find it in my heart to hate him. 
His sudden departure had hurt me, yes; 
yet there must be some explanation. I was 
confident that would clear up 
everything, if only I could get to him. 

The cop was coming closer now, so I 
dug into my purse and took out a dime and 
pushed it into the slot. There! I'd done my 
Girl Scout good deed for the day; all I 
needed now was for someone to do the same 
for me. I turned to go and almost bumped 
into a man who dashed up to the parking 
meter, fumbling through his pockets with 
both hands. 

“Take your time, mister,” I told him, 
“you've got another sixty minutes.” 

He sighed in relief and mopped his fore- 
head. “I was sure my time was up,” he 
said, looking at the meter. “I don’t see 
how—” 

“Well, you can pay me back my dime, if 
you want to,” I laughed. “A ticket would 
have cost you a lot more.” 

“You're telling me!” he said, handing 
over a coin. “That was darn nice of you, 


” 


George 


Miss— 

“'m Alva Nesbitt,” I told him. “Now 
you can say you met at least one New 
Yorker who was neighborly.” 

“Look, Miss Nesbitt, I owe you more 
than that dime for the good turn you did 
me,” he said. “How about a cup of coffee 
—or something?” 

My plan for getting a ride to the Coast 
came back to me and [ hesitated. I felt 
guilty, knowing that I'd mention it if we 
spent more than five minutes together. But 
he insisted that I allow him to repay me 
so I finally agreed. His name. it turned out, 
was Al Corbin and he told me he was a 
successful contractor in Los Angeles. I 
casually mentioned my idea for getting to 
California and he agreed right away that it 
was a good one. In fact, he was returning 
the very next day, he said. Of course, that 
was my cue to suggest that I go along. 

Al looked embarrassed. “I’d love to do 
it,” he said nervously running his tongue 
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over his lips, “only—well, I’ll have to check 
with the old lady first.” 

That was the first mention of his wife; 
all along he’d been talking like a single 
man. But that didn’t surprise me too much 

they all do. What did surprise me was 
his solution to the problem. 

‘I’ve got it,” he said after a moment’s 
thought. “As long as you’re going to be a 
paying passenger, my wife can’t raise any 
objections. We kind of over-sported our- 
elves on this trip and I'll convince her the 
extra money will come in handy.” 

This didn’t fit in with the glowing ac- 
counts of his thriving business in L.A., but 
when I hinted as much, he winked and 
patted my arm. “That’s what I'll tell the old 
lady.” he grinned. “You and I will work 
out something between just the two of us.” 

Instantly, I was on guard. The look in 
his eyes wasn’t exactly fatherly. “Let’s see 
what your wife says about it,” I suggested. 
“I'd like to meet her and explain that it’s 
strictly business.” 

“Of course, my dear.” he said, giving 
my arm a squeeze, “Strictly business.” 

Mrs. Corbin was exactly as I had pic- 
tured her. Middle-aged and resentful of 
it; losing her looks and either too busy or 
too lazy to do anything about it. She eyed 
me suspiciously when A] took me to their 
hotel room to introduce me. 

“So you’ve got to get to California in 

hurry. Miss Nesbitt?” she said in her 
high-pitched sing-song voice. “Why?” 

I hadn’t expected that. “Well,” I stam- 
mered, “it’s business. I—I’ve got a job 
waiting for me out there.” 

That seemed to satisfy her and she 
turned her baleful gaze on her husband. 

How did you happen to contact my hus- 
band?” she asked. “We don’t run a bus 
service, you know.” 

\l cleared his throat and grinned feebly. 
“Honey, I already told you over the phone. 


[ ran into my old friend Joe down at Sugar 
Ray’s barbershop and when I told him we 
were heading back tomorrow, he asked 


me if I’d do him a little favor and give 
Miss Nesbitt a lift.” 

“Little favor? Humph!” she sniffed. 

“Really. Mrs. Corbin, I won’t be any 
trouble to you or your husband,” I pleaded. 
I don’t take up much room and I’m pre- 
pared to pay my way.” 

The mention of money seemed to soften 
ver a bit. “Well, I guess it'll be all right,” 

e said finally. ““We’re leaving at 10 sharp 
tomorrow night. You can bring the money 
en—to me,” she added. 

Her tone was insulting and her attitude 
vas like a slap in the face. If I hadn’t 
been so worked up about getting to George 
[ would have said something nasty and 
valked out. Instead, I sat there listening 

the both of them figure out how much 
they should charge me. We finally settled 

an amount and I left to pack my 


" 
things, 


VI ARGE, MY ROOMMATE, gave me 
the devil when I told her what I was 
ibout to do. “Girl, you must be losing 
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your natural mind!” she said scathingly. 
She gave her ample hips a flounce as she 
forked the chops from the frying pan into 
the platter. “Your boy friend has put you 
down, but strong! My advice is to throw 
him out of your mind!” 

I dished up the salad and we sat down 
to eat. “You’re too quick to jump to con- 
clusions, Marge,” I told her. “When I see 
George I’m sure the whole thing will be 
straightened out.” 

She showed her disgust. “Catch me 
running across the country after some no- 
account man! Where’s your pride?” 

Whatever pride I had flew out the win- 
dow the moment I discovered George was 
gone. Maybe it was unlady-like to go 
traipsing from one end of the country to 
the other after a man; maybe in grand- 
mother’s day such a thing was unthinkable, 
but these were modern times, | told my- 
self. A woman had to know what she 
wanted and then go after it. 

So I was in the lobby of the Corbins’ 
hotel 10 minutes before we were due to 
leave. I wasn’t taking any chances on being 
late. Al smiled and gave me a knowing 
wink as he picked up my bag and we 
went out to the car. It was a fairly new 
Hudson sedan and looked quite capable 
of making the 3.000 miles ahead of us 
with no trouble at all. After putting my 
bag into the trunk, Al ushered me around 
to the front seat where Mrs. Corbin was 
seated. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” she declared, slid- 
¢ as 
Ing over close to the door. “You'll have 
to ride in the back. young lady. I’ve got to 
have room to stretch my legs.” 

I shrugged and got into the back. If 
she thought she was spiting me she was 
sure going at it the wrong way; I had the 
whole back seat to myself and I immedi- 
ately slipped off my shoes and made myself 
comfortable: I was almost asleep by the 
time we hit the Lincoln Tunnel and crossed 
into Jersey, then I drifted off, lulled by the 
hum of the motor and the pleasant thought 
that I was on my way to be reunited with 
George. 

The next thing I knew, Mrs. Corbin’s 
shrill voice was yelling at me and I jerked 
erect, wondering what on earth was wrong. 
It was pitch black outside and the car was 
parked off the road. 

“Wha—what is it?” I asked, rubbing my 
eyes. “Where are we?” 

“On the Pennsylvania Turnpike,” Al 
told me. : 

“Oh, we’ve got a long way to go yet,” I 
said, disappointed. I laid my head back on 
the seat. 

Mrs. Corbin shook me roughly. “Wake 
up! I haven’t had a wink of sleep since 
we started. If anybody’s going to sit up 
all the way home, it won't be me. You 
come on up front and let me lie down back 
there.” 

I still didn’t like her tone, and after 
all it had been her idea to keep me as far 
as possible away from her husband. Now 
that she was uncomfortable, she changed 
her mind. But I held my temper; it was 


her car and since I was wide awake | 
preferred sitting up and talking to break 
the monotony. However, any thought that 
Mrs. Corbin would be satisfied with the 
new arrangement was soon dispelled. 

For the next couple hundred miles I got 
a good prevue of what the rest of the trip 
would be like. First, she objected to the 
radio, insisting that it disturbed her even 
when it was playing low. Then she alter. 
nately complained that her husband was 
driving too fast, then too slow; she accused 
him of purposely hitting every bump in 
the road just to shake her up. When she 
finally dropped off to sleep, both Al and | 
heaved sighs of relief. 

We talked for a while, keeping our 
voices down and that gave our conversa- 
tion a conspiratorial air. Al began telling 
off-color jokes, getting a kick out of the 
double-meaning tag lines, and it was plain 
that he was working himself up into a 
state of excitement. His eyes darted toward 
me each time he said something risque, 
but I decided the best thing to do was 
ignore him. No point in making a fuss, I 
told myself. What could happen with the 
man’s wife practically breathing down our 
necks? 

How wrong can you be? I was sitting 
there, drowsing to the whirr of the tires 
on the pavement and lost in my own 
thoughts when I felt Al’s hand slide down 
to my knee. 

My scream startled him, but before he 
could move. Mrs. Corbin had her head 
poked over the back of the seat. 

“T thought so!” she screeched. “The 
minute you think I’m asleep you start 
some monkey business. Get out—both of 
you, get out!” 

She began pounding us with both her 
fists and the car lurched across the high- 
way, then swung back into the lane with 
screeching tires. By some miracle, Al kept 
the car under control and managed to 
bring it to a hair-raising stop. Mrs. Corbin 
really pitched one then! She called us 
everything but children of God and swore 
she was going to drive off and leave us 
there in the dark. 

“This is my car!” she raved. “I’ve got 
the papers on it. Any man who hasn’t got 
any more respect for his wife than to pull 
a trick like that is a lowdown dog!” 

I agreed with her a hundred per cent, 
but I was certainly in no position to add 
my two cents’ worth. She was positive that 
I had led her husband on and therefore 
was equally as guilty. How she could 
imagine that Al was an attractive romantic 
figure—especially after eight hours of hard 
driving—was beyond me. And it wouldn't 
have made a bit of difference if he’d been 
the handsomest man east or west of the 
Rockies; all he meant to me was a chance 
to get to George. 

“Please, Mrs. Corbin,” I begged. “I’m 
not the least bit interested in your husband. 
I'm going to be married as soon as | get 
to Los Angeles—if I get there,” I added 
doubtfully. 

“I thought you were going to get a job 








gre 
for 


ate 
kn 


atte 


tak 
affc 
wit] 
aro 
ligh 
bac 


Al | 
the 
tire 
my 
clea 
like 
\ 


win 





e I 
eak 
that 
the 


ing 
ires 
wn 
wn 


he 
ead 


The 
fart 
of 


her 
gh- 
ith 
ept 

to 
bin 

us 
ore 


got 
got 
yull 


ont, 
idd 
hat 
ore 


uld 


tic 


n't 


get 
led 


job 





she said, eyeing me narrowly. 
A job is waiting for me 


out there,” 

“That’s right. 
too.” I lied. 

She calmed down after that and Al 
talked her into letting us proceed as we 
were. I noticed that some of her hostility 
wore off after she made me join her in 
the back seat, even struck up a conversa- 
tion with me. She was very business-like 
though when we made our next stop. She 
took the bill from the gas station attendant 
and handed it to me. I paid for the gas 
and she marked the amount in a little 
notebook she carried. I felt a lot better. 

At daybreak we stopped for breakfast 
and again I footed the bill. Still, I didn’t 
feel I was in a position to protest. Al 
was worn out so Mrs. Corbin took over 
the wheel. As we talked, I began to see 
that she was one of those wives who is 
unsure of her husband’s love and con- 
stantly on the lookout for the slightest in- 
dication that his attention was straying. 
I told her about George and me, skipping 
the part about his abrupt departure, and 
she actually sounded human when she 
sighed, “Well, I wish you luck. 
you don’t get stuck with something like 
I picked out of the grab bag!” 

She went on to tell me how she was 
the brains behind Al’s business and that 
she handled all the finances. That brought 
us around to the subject of my fare and 
before- I knew it she’d talked me _ into 
giving her $45, which, she pointed out, was 
dirt cheap for transportation from New 
York to L.A. 

I couldn’t dispute that, although it left 
me with less than $15 in my purse. Al 
had hinted that he would arrange it so I 
wouldn’t have to spend much money, but 
I didn’t intend to have any more dealings 
with him. Between the two of them, I 
decided, she was the most important one 
to have as a friend. 

So the trip continued, and sometimes it 
seemed we'd never get there. But I was 
grateful that Al had cooled down. Except 
for occasionally brushing up against me, 
which may or may not have been deliber- 
ate, and sly remarks intended to let me 
know he appreciated my looks, Al didn’t 
attempt to get fresh. 


I just hope 


THE HOURS dragged by; the miles 

simply crawled. The third night out, 
the strain began to tell on all of us. Trying 
to sleep in the car was as impossible as 
taking a hike in a phone booth. I couldn’t 
afford the additional expense, but I agreed 
with Mrs. Corbin when she made Al turn 
around and drive back to the brightly- 
lighted motel we’d passed about a mile 
back. 

We were able to get two cabins and 
Al parked the car in the driveway between 
the tiny one-room cottages. I was so bone- 
tired that I barely managed to slip out of 
my clothes and crawl between the cool 
clean sheets on the bed. 
like a long lost friend. 

Moonlight was streaming in through the 
window when I awoke with a start, and 


I welcomed sleep 











By Jean Allison 

Many women tell me how they 
envy people with naturally attrac- 
tive, long hair—smooth, soft, grow- 
ing out so rich and healthy. They 
ask, “How can I have hair like that?” 

Scientific facts now give the an- 
swer: It all depends on the nature 
and condition of the scalp. In other 
words, you can have gorgeous hair 
like that only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 

More and more of my friends are 
discovering that when they seek to 
improve the looks of their hair they 
must think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also learn- 
ing the amazing facts about Sulfur-8 
Hair and Scalp Conditioner and how 
it works for the beauty of the hair. 

The Power of Sulfur-8 

A new scientific form of sulfur is 
being hailed by hair and scalp ex- 
perts throughout the world. This 
discovery, actually a potent “super- 
sulfur”, is the wonder drug featured 
in the great Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner formula. Only Sulfur-8 
has that special formula. 

Of course, Sulfur-8 cannot give 
you a new scalp, nor make your hair 
grow or be longer than your scalp 
allows, but when used in time it 
usually works wonders on certain 
conditions that may hold your hair 
back from looking its best. 


WILL YOU HAVE LONG 
MAGNIFICENT HAIR? 











You may never know how beauti- 
ful your hair can be until you try 
Sulfur-8 and give it a real chance to 
do its good work. You will like its 
new, pleasant fragrance too. 


Something Wonderful Happens 

Happy Sulfur-8 users have been 
telling me about its marvelous re- 
sults in helping the most abused dry 
hair look softer, smoother and more 
lustrous. They are thrilled by the 
new beauty of their hair and have 
been telling their friends how it 
came about. The fame of Sulfur-8 
has grown so fast that already mil- 
lions of jars have been sold. 

Get Sulfur-8 at the drug store 
today. See what it can do for you! 





DONT BE A WALL FLOWER! HAVE FUN 





LEARN ANY DANCE AT HOME. ..Gniy $2°° 


ou can really learn any dance 
RIGHT IN YOUR OWN HOME, at your 
own convenience, without being tied 






only $10.00. Fox trot, waltz, tango, 


rumba, samb: mambo, jitterbug. 
With three or seven you receive, free, two booklets: “po’s 
& DON'TS OF DANCING, “LEAD & FOLLOWING.” Write 


today. Order one—three—or all seven. 


FISHER STUDIOS, 111 W. River St. Wilkes-Barre, Pa. 


LOVELY HOME ALTAR 
Are you facing difficult problems? Poor Health? 
Money or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? 
Love or Family Troubles? Would you like more 
“Happiness, Success and Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others 
like them, dear friend, then here is wonderful 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER 
that is helping thousands to glorious new happi- 
ness and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your 
name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5203A, Noroton, Conn. We 
will rush our wonderful NEW Message of 
PRAYER and FAITH and Lovely Home Altar to 
you by return MAIL absolutely FREE! 














DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, Happi- 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 

UICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,"’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
taken in SECRET. A few drops of 


from liquor. May be 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
GUARAN 


alcohol TEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause oases ne out from work or 
social yrs ae One happy ALCOREM user _ writes: 
“PL SEND ME MORE WONDERFUL 
ALCOREM. AT ONCE FOR A F ] 
HEAVY DRINKER. I BOU 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.’ 
additional help we send. . 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special a c apsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BA . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Che A. > oi 1in wrapper. 
Pay postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
55c in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.« CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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You Can Pay 


... even if you don't know 
a single note of music now! 











I MAGINE! Even if you never dreamed you could play 
c n surprise your friends with your musical 
“No special talent or previous training needed. 


st a few minutes a day—and on ly a few cents per 
ea yourself to play ee guitar, accordion, 
r instrument you choose. ake amazingly rapid 
pr s be se you start right out playing real pieces 
by note boring exercises to do. Qver 900.000 peo- 
pl have eae this easy home study , 








MAIL COUPON FOR 
FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK 
e actual proof that YOU can play. Mail 
" for FREE BOOK to: U. S. SCHOOL 
oF ae Studio A343, Port Washing- 


i 57th Successful Year FREE BOOK 


Se ee eee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee 2 
U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
Studio A343, Port Washington, N. Y. 


send me your 36-page illustrated Free Book. 
ested in playing (name instrument).....ccceece 


( ) I do NOT have instrument now. 


ae femme peer cet yceners 


FORCES You To Save 


$100.00 a Year Automatically! 


t perpetual Date & Amount Bank. 25¢ a day keeps 
up-to-date. Also registers amount saved. 
Makes you save a 


f quarter every day, or 
date won't change. 

. Automatic saver for 
Bonbd | gifts, vacations, time 

etc. Use 


Calendar 


payments, 

yeor after year. Start 
i oe right away. 
| Order several. Reg. 
| $3.50. Now only 
$1.99 prepaid. Mail 
cash, check or money 
order to LEECRAFT, 
Dept. TN, 300 Albany 
Ave., Brooklyn 13, 
N.Y. 








Comb Away 
Gray Hair 





You don’t need to tolerate gray, faded, burnt 
hair any longer. Newly improved JET BLACK 
COLORING POMADE does the trick with your 
comb and brush. Apply it as you would any 
Gloss Pomade then brush and comb away gray, 
bring new highlights and sheen. Makes the hair 
look livelier, gleams. Makes you look younger. 
It's easy, so simple, a child can do it. It’s as easy 
as one, two, three. You can’t lose. Try it. Every 
cent back if you are not delighted. SEND NO 
MONEY NOW. On delivery pay only $1.50 plus 
postage. Just try it. It will wash out but will not 








rub off. Pretty up. Have lovely looking hair the 
easy quick way. WRITE FOR IT NOW TO 
pee ec ccseseeeeeweseeessaneee+s 


s Gold Medal Hair Products, Inc. SENDNO * 
MONEY! 


# Dept. YP-3, Brooklyn 23, N. Y. ; | 
] | 
' ' | 
‘ || | Seerrrrrrrrer? Serre re ee ee eee eee ee ’ 
@ ADDRESS . 0c cc ccccrccecccccrereresccevescccs ry 
i city STATE ' 
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the object in the room loomed as ghostly 
shapes. The bed clothes were a tangled 
heap at the foot of the bed and I lay 
there covered by nothing more than the 
warm summer breeze. Then the creak of 
a floor board brought me wide awake and 
I sensed the presence of someone in the 
room. Then a figure detached itself from 
the shadows along the wall and moved 
swiftly and silently to the edge of the bed. 

“It’s me—Al,” he whispered hoarsely. 
“Take it easy.” 

“Are you crazy? Get out of here!” I 
hissed, cowering against the back of the 
bed. 

“Shh! 
said. 

“Oh, yeah? It'll keep until morning.” I 
pulled the sheet up tight against my chin. 

He shook his head, never taking his 
gaze from me. “We can’t talk with my 
wife around,” he insisted. “You want to 
get to L.A., don’t you?” 

“Of course! But I’ve already paid you 
what we agreed on.” I told him angrily, 
“so don’t start any stuff!” 

He licked his lips nervously. “Suppose 
I asked for twenty-five or thirty dollars 
more?” he asked. 

“You'd just be asking! 
get it.” 

“Tt would be too bad to lose a passenger 
along the way.” he said in mocking tones. 
“The old lady thinks we didn’t charge you 
enough.” 

“But I don’t have any more money,” I 
said, suddenly dismayed. “You know how 
much this trip means to n.e. What am I 
going to do?” 

He reached out and caught my wrist. 
“You know what the score is, baby—” 

I tried to break free but he pulled me 
roughly to him and pinned my arms at 
my side. The fierce, silent struggle went 
on until my strength began to fade. I 
could hear Al’s labored breathing and feel 
his clammy hands moving over me in 
clumsy caresses that raised goose pimples 
on my bare flesh. For a fleeting moment, 
I considered the possibility of stringing 
him along with promises. pretending to 
be willing but delaying the moment of 
surrender with excuses until we were much 
closer to my goal. Then I could tell him 
off good and proper and walk the rest 
of the way if necessary. 

But the idea vanished a moment later. 
Even getting to see George was not worth 
such humiliation. I gritted my teeth and 
shoved hard, sending him reeling across 
the room. Then, raising my voice, I shout- 
ed, “Mrs. Corbin—Mrs. Corbin!” 

“Shut up, you little fool!” Al grated, 
glancing around uneasily. 

I called out again, smiling triumphant- 
ly. I'd fix this aging Romeo’s little red 
wagon. but good! I was sure I had won 
Mrs. Corbin’s confidence enough to expose 
her husband’s evil minded motives without 
having her blame me. 

With a muffled curse. Al turned and 
slipped out of my cabin. I sank back, 
trembling with fright, my whole body 


I just want to talk to you,” he 


You wouldn’t 


burning with shame. I wondered what 
excuse Al would give his wife to explain 
his nocturnal wandering. It must have 
been good, for a short time later I heard 
the motor of the car roar into life. It 
backed out of the driveway and I heard 
Al yell, “Come on! Let’s get out of here!” 

I rushed to the door just in time to see 
Mrs. Corbin dash out of their cabin and 
get into the car. She threw me a dirty 
look and spat out an ugly word to express 
her opinion of me. I suddenly became 
aware that I was as scantily clad as 
when I’d gone to bed and I ran back for 
my robe. When I returned to the door, all 
I could see were the tail lights of the car 
rapidly disappearing into the night. | 
slumped down on the bed and cried bitter 
tears of rage and frustration. 

The next day I set out for Los Angeles 
on foot. If you think hitch-hiking is any- 
thing like it’s portrayed in movie comedies, 
I suggest you try it once. You do more 
hiking than hitching and every male mo- 
torist considers a lone woman looking for 
a ride an invitation to roadside romance. 
They figure that a lift of 50 miles or so 
is worth an overnight stop in some tourist 
camp and they take a refusal as a personal 
affront. 

So I lugged my suitcase many a mile 
before I finally hailed a car with a woman 
driver. She happened to be a schoolteach- 
er on her way home from vacation. The 
trouble was, she was going to Texas, which 
would mean a big detour for me. I was 
still anxious to make the fastest time pos- 
sible, but my feet refused to be ignored. 
A ride was a ride, and in the end my ex- 
hausted body triumphed over my desire 
to avoid delay. 

Most drivers pick up a hitch-hiker, not 
so much because they’re eager to do a 
favor but in order to have someone to 
talk to. It hadn’t taken me long to learn 
that driving along gets pretty monotonous, 
even when the car has a radio; a radio 
can’t carry on a two-way conversation. So 
instead of brooding about George, I forced 
myself to be good company for Mae Cole- 
man, the spry little teacher who had driven 
halfway across the country and back all 
by herself. 

When we said goodbye just outside El 
Paso, it was with genuine regret on my 
part. I was thankful for getting that far 
but I couldn’t help wishing that Miss Cole- 
man taught in California instead of some 
little Texas town. She wished me good 
luck, then drove away from the roadside 
diner where her road turned off the high- 
way. 

I didn’t know it, but I was in a worse 
predicament than I imagined. Not only 
were my funds practically nonexistent. but 
I was smack up against that old southern 
custom—segregation. So far, for one rea- 
son or another, I’d been spared the humili- 
ation of being refused service, but one 
glance at the diner across the road told 
me that whether I wanted a full meal or 
just a glass of water I would have to use 
the back door and eat in the kitchen. 
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I up-ended my suitcase and sat down 
on it. vowing grimly to myself that before 
[ spent my money in such a place I'd 
starve. Even after I ran out of cigarettes, I 
stubbornly refused to cross the road and 
make a purchase there. So I moved my 
improvised seat back under a tree and 
rested my back against the broad trunk. 

It was dusk and I was weak from thirst 
and hunger when a tall figure approached 
me. His rough garb. well-worn blue jeans 
and an old army shirt, sent a shiver of 
fear through me, but closer inspection of 
his lean brown face put me at my ease. He 
didn’t appear to be a hobo, and even though 
it was approaching twilight I doubted that 
he would try to harm me in plain view of 
the diner across the road. 

“Is anything wrong, Miss?” he asked 
pleasantly. 

“Does it look as if anything’s wrong?” 
I countered irritably. He took out his 
cigarettes and my mouth fairly watered for 
one. 

“Not trying to butt into your business,” 
Seeing 





he apologized, “it’s just that 
the look in my face. he grinned and held 
out the pack to me. He lighted the cigarette 
for me and silently watched as I filled 
my lungs and let the smoke filter pleasur- 
ably from my nostrils. 

“You were saying—?” I made my voice 
purposely cold. 

“Oh~—well, those people across the road 
say you've been sitting here all afternoon,” 
he told me. “It'll be night soon and— 
well, I just came over to see if there was 
anything I could do.” 

The chance to talk to someone seemed 
to release all my suppressed indignation 
and I launched into a brief account of my 
adventures, ending up with the angry dec- 
laration that if the diner suddenly caught 
fire I wouldn’t even spit in that direction. 

“I know what you mean,” he said sym- 
pathetically. “Usually I avoid those places. 
I only stopped this time to get my thermos 
filled. Don’t get the wrong idea, but— 
how about a lift? I’ve got a car and we 
could—” 

“No thanks!” I’d heard that one so 
often I knew it by heart. 

He shrugged. “At least let me get you 
something to eat, then,” he proposed. “This 
is an emergency, so you needn’t feel badly 
about it.” 


E WAS HEADED for the diner before 
I could stop him and it wasn’t hard 
to convince myself that I wouldn’t choke 
on food brought out the back door, just 
this once, anyway. I stood up to smooth out 
my clothes and something slugged me be- 
tween the eyes. The combination of thirst 
and inhaling cigarette smoke on an empty 
stomach was too much for me. I collapsed 
on the grass like an empty flour sack. 
When I came to, I was being gently 
rocked by the motion of a moving car. I 
Taised my eyes and saw the young man 
who'd spoken to me on the road. It was 
night, but in the glow from the instrument 
panel his face was relaxed and friendly. 


“Feel better?” he asked as I stirred 
“You sure gave me a scare when 
with the food and found 


awake. 
I came back 
you'd passed out.” 

A sinking feeling gripped my stomach 
as I realized that the two of us were alone 
in the car. “Let me out.” I commanded. 
“What gave you the idea I'd let you throw 
me in your car and drive away with me?” 

He glanced at me, his eyes puzzled and 
hurt. “I had to move on,” he explained. 
“T’ve got a schedule to keep. And I couldn’t 
leave you lying there beside the highway 
like that.” 

“T don’t care!” I snapped, cringing 
against the door with my hand gripping 
the handle. “You let me out this minute 
or there’ll be trouble!” 

He swung over to the side of the road 
and stopped. “Let’s get something straight,” 
he said grimly, “you were raving about 
getting to ia 
when I picked you up, so I called myself 
doing you a favor since I’m heading there 
myself. The fact that you’re a beautiful 
girl had nothing to do with it. I'd do the 
thing for any stray.” he added 


on a life-or-death matter 


same 
scathingly. 

He leaned over and opened the door 
for me. The black stillness of the night 
seemed to rush into the car and my heart 
froze at the thought of being left alone 
on the deserted highway. “You can ride 
in the car in back.” he said flatly. 

And for the first time I noticed that the 
car he was driving was towing a second 
car hitched to his bumper. “I’ve got to 
deliver it in L.A.,” he explained. “Here—” 
He handed me a sandwich and a carton of 
coffee. “Be sure and lock the doors,” he 
said somewhat mockingly, “and if that’s 
not safe enough for you, I’ve got a jack 
handle you can borrow.” 

I felt very sheepish as I climbed into 
the back seat of the second car, and the 
feeling persisted as I thoughtfully munched 
the sandwich and sipped the coffee. Still, 
I’d been through enough to make the most 
trusting soul suspicious. If my chauffeur 
in the car ahead was actually as nice as he 
seemed to be on the surface, then he was 
a type that was rare as frog’s hair. 

I didn’t even know his name, I realized 
as I dozed off to sleep. I tried to picture 
George’s face but another face kept crowd- 
ing his features out of my mind; the lean, 
good-humored face of a tall young man 
who seemed shocked that a girl should 
mistake him for a highway wolf. 

It was long past daylight when the lone- 
liness of riding alone finally got me. I 
leaned over and honked the horn of the 
car I was riding in. The driver looked 
around and I signalled him to stop. He 
came back to my car. “I forgot I had a 
passenger,” he said dryly. “I don’t know 
where you'll find a comfort station around 
here.” 

“Don’t try to be funny,” I said. “I just 
want to come up front.” 

“Aren’t you afraid I'll make a pass at 
you?” he asked mockingly. 

I stamped my foot in exasperation and 
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pushed past him and got in the other 
ear. By the time we’d gone 10 miles, we 
were laughing and talking as if we’d known 
each other for years. I learned that his 
name was Leroy and that he was picking 
up some extra money transporting cars. 
He told me he and his brother had a part- 
nership doing light hauling in Fort Worth 
ind laughed when I told him I'd always 
thought that all southerners were share- 
croppers. 

‘I guess you must have read ‘Tobacco 
Road.’ But even the ’croppers are doing 
pretty good these days. We’ve made some 
progress since the depression, believe it 

ooh 

[ learned a lot about Leroy and a lot 
about life in general as we made the last 
lap of my cross-country journey. He had 
a soft-spoken politeness about him that 
was charming and a little embarrassed. He 
insisted he was no different than any other 
fellow he knew. 

“Must be that famous southern chival- 
ry,” I remarked. 

He gave me a lingering glance. “Shucks, 
anybody’d find it easy to be nice to a girl 
like you, Alva,” he said with disarming 

cerity. 

Recalling all the men who’d found that 

sssible, I appreciated Leroy all the 
more. And coming into the outskirts of 
I Angeles, I realized with a pang of 
regret that soon our paths would part. I’d 
told Leroy about George and he said en- 


viously, “Lucky guy!”; then added, “But 
why would he walk out on you like that? 
I don’t get it.” 

[ didn’t get it, either, and his use of the 
words “walk out” struck a chord of fear; 


all along I’d been telling myself there must 
be a good reason for George’s action, but 
10ow doubts assailed me. Suppose George 
had walked out on me? 

Leroy’s voice interrupted my discourag- 
ing thoughts. “I said, where do you want 
me to drop you?” he repeated. “You have 
iny idea where your—this George is stay- 


ing! 

[ shook my head. Somehow at that 
moment the whole idea of my coming out 
there was futile and foolish. “Maybe 
there’s a letter for me at the Post Office,” 
[ said. “I told my roommate to pick up 
my paycheck and send it care of general 
delivery.” 

\fraid you’re out of luck,” he told 
me, looking at his watch. “The Post Office 
will be closed when we get in. Tell you 
what—first, I'll deliver this car, then we'll 
look the town over. This is my first time 
here 

[here was nothing else but to agree with 
his suggestion. For some reason I was 
feeling low and Leroy’s idea might lift 

out of my depressed mood. We found 
1 motel on Western avenue and Leroy 
rented a cabin for me. “Where are you 

to sleep?” I asked suspiciously. 

He smiled faintly, shaking his head hope- 
lessly. “Still got your guard up, huh? I 

intend doing any sleeping tonight,” 
xplained. “I’m going to see as much as 


I can. No telling when I'll get back this 
way. I'll be back in two shakes, then 
we'll do the town.” 

Although my heart wasn’t in it, I slipped 
into my prettiest dress to go out with 
Leroy. The least I could do for him was 
help him have a good time our last night 
together. I didn’t recognize him when he 
returned about an hour later. He had 
shaved and had changed his old duds 
for a fine gray suit and clean white shirt. 
The expression of surprise on my face 
amused him. 

“I’m not working now,” he told me with 
a boyish grin. “Besides, any guy going 
out with a girl like you would be a dope 
if he didn’t dress the part.” 


WARM GLOW of warmth spread 
through me as his approving glance 
took in my outfit. Maybe it was the reac- 
tion from all the hardships I’d suffered on 
the trip, or maybe it was a sincere desire 
to let him know how much I appreciated 
his help, but whatever the reason, that 
night turned out to be the nicest date I'd 
ever had. We had dinner together, then 
drove through the city and outlying dis- 
tricts, and I enjoyed every minute of it. 
After it was over, we drove back to the 
motel, but each of us seemed reluctant to 
say goodnight. 

“I had a wonderful time, Leroy,” I said 
when we reached my door. 

“So did I!” he said, his earnest gaze 
on my face. “I wish we could do it again, 
Alva.” 

I nodded. “It would be nice, but—” I 
held out my hand to him. 

He took it and moved closer. “Alva—” 
he said softly. 

The next moment I was in his arms and 
it seemed the most natural thing in the 
world. 

“Any guy who goes away and leaves 
you behind ought to have his head exam- 
ined!” he said fiercely, and with a smoth- 
ered moan he brought his lips down to 
mine in a kiss that left me weak and 
trembling. 

Long after he had gone I could feel the 
force of that embrace, and try as I could 
I was not able to figure out why I felt 
so warm and excited inside at the mere 
thought of Leroy. How can I feel this 
way? I asked myself. I’m in love with 
George. I came 3,000 miles and put up 
with Lord knows what just to find him, yet 
all through that sleepless night I kept 
thinking about Leroy; how kind and gen- 
erous he had been, the fun we'd had to- 
gether. Somehow I knew that I would 
always cherish the memory of that wonder- 
ful friendship I had found out there on 
the lonely highway. 

The next morning. I rushed down to 
the main post office to see if Marge had 
written me. There was a letter from her 
waiting for me at the General Delivery 
window. Inside was my check, which she 
had forwarded, and a letter postmarked— 
Los Angeles! So George had written to 
me, after all! 


With fingers that trembled with eager- 
ness, I ripped open his letter. The first 
glance told the story, but somehow I forced 
myself to read it through, each terrible, 
dream-shattering word. But even then, only 
snatches of it registered on my numbed 
brain. 

He was sorry it had to be this way, 
George had written, but that was life . . . 
another girl . . . a new start in California 
... don’t feel too badly ... 

But that was the strange part of it—/ 
didn’t feel badly. I felt as if a great 
weight had suddenly been lifted from my 
heart and I slowly crumpled the letter 
and let it fall into a wastebasket. That 
marked the end of a dream, the end of a 
cross-country chase that led—exactly no- 
where. 

I walked outside, not knowing or caring 
where I was headed. Halfway down the 
steps, I heard the insistent honking of a 
horn. Looking up, I saw Leroy lean out 
the window of his car and wave to me. 
My heart leaped and sang a song as | 
hurried toward him. 

“Can I give you a lift?” he smiled. 

I was so choked up with happiness I 
could only nod my head. 

“How far are you going?” he asked as 
I got in beside him. 

I leaned back and closed my eyes tight 
to hold back the tears. “You’re the driver,” 
I told him, and as we drove off I remem- 
bered that Leroy had told me everything 
was bigger and better in Texas and it 
dawned on me right then that this included 
love. THE END 
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part in helping you get where you are go- 
ing. Perhaps this was the reason, but 
whether it was, I knew that many of the 
girls who started with me, or even after 
I did got much better positions as the 
months went along. I knew that my work 
was as good as theirs or better. 

My awareness of my appearance made 
me self-conscious, and exceptionally sensi- 
tive, and, as a result, I had very few 
friends. 

I lived alone, and usually, except on 
rare occasions when I went with another 
girl in the office who had nothing else to 
do, I went to the movies alone. 

Having no extravagant tastes, I saved a 
substantial part of my earnings each 
month. One day, perhaps, I would be able 
to travel or go somewhere else to live. | 
didn’t have any special plans, or anything 
particular to look forward to. I just saved. 

Opportunities to meet men hardly ever 
came my way. The men in the office were 
merely polite, sometimes hardly. The girls 
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went around in cliques and had their own 
little parties and get-togethers. I would 
sometimes hear them talking about ar- 
ranging for one of them to meet an eligible 
fellow, but no one of them ever included 
me. 

I met James Summers all on my own. 
One evening when I decided to eat out in- 
stead of going home to cook dinner, I 
stopped at a small cafe about five blocks 
from my apartment. It was a rather dingy 
little place, but it was convenient and the 
food was cheap. 

There was only one stool vacant at the 
crowded counter, and I sat down between a 
matronly looking woman and a young man. 
While I didn’t look around, I was nervously 
aware of him. He was drumming on the 
counter and humming softly, a stockily 
built fellow with reddish freckled com- 
plexion and short-cut red hair. I didn’t 
see, until later, the soiled, frayed edges of 
his shirt collar, the grimy leather jacket, 
and mussed gray corduroy trousers. 

The waitress had taken my order and 
I was waiting for my dinner when he sud- 
denly turned toward me and said: 

“That’s gonna be a real deal.” 

For a minute I didn’t know he was talk- 
ing to me. He wasn’t exactly looking at 
me, just in my direction. 

I gave what I thought was a smile, con- 
scious as always of my heavy, protruding 
lips. He didn’t seem to notice or care one 
way or the other. He just kept talking. 

“Baby, when you know you got it, you 
feel good. Ain’t nothing like it.” 

It was a little while before I realized he 
was talking about music. He played the 
piano and composed music, he said. At 
the moment he was working on a real hit 
tune—he knew it was going to be a hit. All 
it took was the right people to hear it, the 
right singer to sing it, and he was made. 

He talked to me until I finished eating. 
His meal was a sandwich, and a root 
beer. I paid for my dinner. It never 
occurred to me that he might. Nobody 
ever had before. 

Nobody was ever more amazed than I 
was when he followed me out of the cafe, 
still talking about himself and his music, 
and especially about his new tune which 
he hummed parts of now and then It was 
all Greek to me. I knew nothing about jazz 
music, or any other kind, except it was 
nice to listen to sometimes. 

When we got to my apartment house, I 
said, 

“Well, I wish you luck. I go in here.” 

He came right back with, 

“Say, you got a date or something? 
Can I come up?” 

I said yes, although I never knew to 
this day how I got it out. By this time 
my whole body was trembling so I could 
hardly walk up the steps. I managed to 
open the door and invite him in. 

I had a two and a half room apartment 
—living room, bedroom, and a tiny kitchen 
space. I liked bright colors and I had a 
small television set and everything looked 
nice. I kept it clean. But I was hardly 
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pared for his exclamation as he walked 


Hey. this is crazy. This is a mad pad!” 
He crossed over to the television set, 
1 it on to some program he was evi- 
tly familiar with and sat down in the 
chair in front of it. 
[t was the first time a man had ever 
in my apartment. I looked at him, 
looking, yet restless, dirty, eyes that 
er seemed to focus on me. I wanted 
to stay. I was lonely, real lonely. I 
knew he wouldn’t. He hadn't even 
‘ked hard at me. He didn’t know yet 
I really looked like. He hadn’t seen 
thin legs, long narrow feet, skinny 
ly, and short hair. He had just been 
ng to somebody, somebody who had 
thing else to do but listen to him. 
But he stayed and three days later we 
married. 
The only thing he had to move into my 
artment was a piano—an old upright, 
| some music. He had no clothes to 
ik of. 
He worked part-time cleaning up a fac- 
at night. The rest of the time he 
ed at that piano. He was enrolled in 
irmony class in evening school, and 
t three nights a week, come rain or 
Once, he said, he had had a job as a 
player with an orchestra, but that 
quite a while back. 
Maybe I was grateful. I guess that’s the 
reason I did the things I did. Because 
n not sure to this day if I loved James. 


GOT UP EARLY, cooked breakfast, 
cleaned house, and fixed something for 
James to have at lunch time. In the eve- 
ngs I rushed home to cook dinner, so 
he could have a hot meal before he 
nt to class or to work. 
He didn’t seem to have money for any- 
ng except music, so I bought him a few 
lothes, things he needed like shirts, un- 
wear, socks, and two suits. Always he 
iid, “Thanks, baby. This is swell.” I still 
iid the rent, bought the food, and kept 
the apartment going. 
I guess I was real happy. Happier than 
[ had ever been. The girls at the office 
er quite got over my wedding ring. 
James had bought the ring. It wasn’t an 
expensive one and it wasn’t new, so I 
guessed he’d bought it second hand. But 
| was proud of it. There wasn’t much I 
ld tell anybody about James—but I 
idn’t talked much anyway, so I just said 
vas a musician. 
They talked, I knew. I could imagine 
hat they were saying: “What in the world 
he see in her!” One of the girls did 
me one day, one afternon when James 
nd | happened to meet in front of the 
partment going in. I couldn’t get out of 
oducing him, so I did. Her eyes opened 
le. as she looked at James. He did look 
in his new brown suit, and he was 
er nice looking, sort of smooth-looking 
his tiny red mustache. 


OU 


The next day she told me rather point- 
edly: 

“Rosa, you have a nice looking hus- 
band.” People don’t mean to be unkind, I 
guess. They just say things they feel 
without figuring out how the other fellow 
will take them. I know she was implying. 
“T don’t understand why he married some- 
body who looks like you.” 

I didn’t either, then . though if I 
hadn’t been so wrapped up in being glad 
to have him around, I might have found 
out or guessed from the beginning. 

During the first months of my marriage. 
I was so starry-eyed with amazement at the 
whole situation that it didn’t occur to me 
that it was not a real marriage at all. James 
worked at his piano. ate his meals. came to 
bed with me—and he talked. always about 
his music. I never understood it all but I 
listened, glad to listen, glad that he talked 
to me. 

We never went out together even when 
James stopped working at his part-time 
job and began trying to get his songs 
plugged. He kept up with his classes. but 
started going out to record his songs with 
various singers and bands, and sometimes 
it was early the next morning when he 
came home. 

He became less and less talkative. hardly 
aware that I was in the house. He would 
work for hours at his piano, and get up 
only to eat or fall exhausted into bed. 
There was never any tenderness in his 
lovemaking. Now there was less. He was 
almost brutal, impersonal, like a man in 
great need of releasing pent-up desires in 
his body and taking the opportunity where 
he could find it. Some nights he was in- 
satiable, mercilessly cruel, like a great 
wild animal, giving no thought to my own 
feelings. He never kissed me. 

Why did I take this? Maybe if you’ve 
never had love of any kind, you could 
understand. 

I guess I was hardly surprised when I 
discovered that a recording company had 
released one of his songs, and he had 
neglected even to mention it to me. But 
another fact did give me the shock of my 
life. He had gone to class one night when 
the telephone rang. It was a friend of 
James’ calling to tell him that he had 
heard James’ song on a disc jockey pro- 
gram. 

James’ song! The news so unnerved me 
that I hung up the telephone without say- 
ing anything at all. James surely would 
have told me. Surely I meant at least that 
much to him. I tried to think he was just 
busy, that he was so wrapped up in his 
work that he just forgot. 

Then the telephone rang again. 

“Miss Summers?” It was the same man 
calling again. “Miss Summers, I guess we 
must have been cut off. Be sure to tell 
James when he comes in. This is Joe Hayes 
—tell him Joe Hayes called. You're his 
cousin, aren’t you? He told me he lived 
with his cousin.” 

I didn’t have to think any more about 
what I was to James, whether he forgot. I 


knew now. I was nothing to him except a 
convenience. 

What should I do? How much pride did 
I have? I was married. I had a husband 
the way other girls did, and there was 
somebody with me. I was proud of this 
—that I had achieved a real woman’s place 
in life. 

But was that really pride? Was it pride 
when a woman lived with a man who was 
using her, who had no other respect for her 
except as a meal ticket? 

For the first time since I’d been married 
to James I left home—without planning to 
be there when he returned. I had to get 
somewhere to think what I should do. I 
packed a small bag. and went downtown 
to a small hotel. I used my maiden name— 
Rosa Harden—to register. The clerk 
hardly glanced my way after his first look 
at me—and was little less than courteous, 
as if I was nobody at all worth his atten- 
tion. His indifference, almost to the point 
of discourtesy—didn’t help any. 

When I closed the hotel room door be- 
hind me the tears came, and it was early 
morning before I stopped crying. I wept 
for all the years of my life, the years I had 
been cursed with ugliness. I wept for the 
weakness in me, the kind of weakness that 
made me marry a man because he needed 
somewhere to live, somebody to take care 
of him, to pay his bills. Somebody who 
never spoke a word of love to me—even 
from the first. James—who needed food, 
clothes, shelter, place and time to compose 
his precious songs. 

And never would he even be grateful 
to me for that. James was not that kind 
of person. He would step up and over, up 
and over people until he got where he was 
going. And in his dreams, I knew, just 
as in every man’s success dream, was a 
beautiful woman—a beautiful wife in a 
lovely home. Somebody he could be proud 
of—somebody who would be a symbol of 
his success. It would not matter that she, 
also, being used for what she could offer. 
She, at least, was a part of his dream. | 
had only been a stepping stone on the 
way there. 

As the early dawn came, and I was 
lying across the bed, weak from crying, still 
dressed, my clothes rumpled, I knew I 
couldn’t go back to James. 

Maybe you feel this was a decision that 
should have been easy to make, but what 
a lonely, lonely life I would go back to. 
Anything was better than that—even James 
and his cruel indifference. But I faced the 
fact: James was just about through with 
me anyway. He was ready to go other 
places and do other things. I might just 
as well save a little of my pride and leave 
him first. 

I called the office and told the super- 
visor that I had to be away on an emer- 
gency trip for a few days. For most of the 
day I slept. Late in the evening I went out 
to eat, and went back to my room, stopping 
at a drug store to get a patented sedative 
to help me sleep. In the morning I was ill 
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_the kind of illness that women have when 
they become pregnant. 

There has to be some ecstatic moment 
in every human being’s life—some time 
when he or she feels life, with all of its 
sadness, is justified. What a life was mine 
now—at this moment! For the first time in 
my life. I was glad to live. 

I could hardly get my clothes on quickly 
enough to get to a doctor. When he was 
finished with his examination, I went out 
to the first church I saw and prayed, pour- 
ing my heart out in thanks, asking God’s 
guidance and protection for this wonderful 
thing that had happened to me—to me, 
ugly Rosa Harden. 

When I was finished, I took a walk. My 
heart was happy, so happy the tears came 
again. I forgot myself—for stretching out 
ahead of me was a full, glorious life. A 
baby, a child, a young man—home, school, 
career, marriage, grandchildren. There 
would always be somebody, somebody to 
love me for myself. For surely a child 
would love his mother. 

Somehow, as I walked, I was in my 
neighborhood—across the street from the 
apartment where I had lived for five years, 
almost a year of them with James. 

Maybe I should go back—maybe James 
would want me now, me and the baby. Most 
men want children. I stood a long time 
looking up at the windows of the apart- 
ment, trying to make up my mind to go 
across the street and back home. Maybe 
I hoped to see James—to get one look at 
him to see if he had missed me, to see if 
I could detect one bit of loneliness in his 
face. Maybe he wanted me back 
maybe he missed me. 

I was still standing there when James 
drove up in front of the house in the car, 
a beautiful new car. I stepped back into 
a doorway to keep from being seen. [| 
never knew much about cars, so I didn’t 
know what kind it was. It was big, shiny, 
light green. 

And sitting in it with James was a pretty, 
light brown girl, a beautiful girl with dark 
hair—young. very young. She waited in 
the car while he went upstairs. He was 
back in a few moments with sheets of 
music. With a purring rush of the motor 
he was gone. 


HAD MY ANSWER. He wasn’t, of 

course, missing me. This should have 
hurt. It would have before I knew about 
my baby—but now I just wondered how I 
could go about getting a divorce. How I 
could hurry and get away to my new life 
and my baby. 

I had some money left, 
surance I could borrow on. I could make it 
until the baby came, and then I could start 
work again. 

Quickly I crossed the street, went into 
the apartment, and hurrying faster than I 
ever had in my life packed my trunk and a 
chest that James kept his music in, with 
clothes and linen. I selected a few pieces 
of furniture, and some things that I cher- 


and some in- 











t Last! The “‘Miracle”’ 


YOU’VE BEEN 


WAITING FOR! 


—by Ruby Rowell, National Champion Hair Stylist 


NOW—YOU CAN SET YOUR HAIR, yourself, 
in smooth new hair style—with amazing 
Long-Aid! Contains newly-discovered 
hair-coating ingredient actually 
takes out frizz! Helps keep hair straight 
for easy styling! 

Clip coupon below ... send now for 
Long-Aid! I’ll prove you can have a 
glamorous new soft-wave hair style 
right away—or it won't cost you a 
penny! 

I'VE SET THOUSANDS OF WOMEN’S HAIR, 


and Long-Aid not only takes out frizz 
. Long-Aid relieves your dry scalp 


with nature’s own Lanolin . helps 
short, growing hair look longer, 
straighter! Long-Aid’s new miracle K-7 
kills certain scalp bacteria, relieves 
dandruff, itching irritations . . . keeps 


hair fresh, clean-smelling! 


MY PROMISE: I guarantee you can have 






ORDER THIS KIT NOW! 


Special Introductory Offer— 


DELUXE LONG-AID 


Wirace Ket $4: a 


(Regular $6.12 Value) 
CONTAINS: 
tone Aid Suiphur, medi- Long-Aid Oandruff Re- 
ated for ite oe _erer mover Shampoo with Lan- 
scalp. (Reg. $1. olin. Cleans without re- 
Long-Aid White ‘Pressing moving natural oils, 


Compound, prevents dry- (Reg. 50c) 
ness, burning. (Reg.66c) Long-Aid Hair Cream 
tong-Aid Control Stick, (Liquid). New! For con- 
helps keep hair fixed. ditioning for curling. 
(Reg. $1.10) (Reg. $1.10) 

Long-Aid Hot Ojf Treat- Long-Aid with K-7, fa- 


ment with Lanolin Re- mous all-in-one 
lieves dryness. (Reg. 66c) tion. (Reg. 1.1¢ 


LONG-AID C9., 210 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
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this amazing hair magic in your own 
home! Keep edges straighter, new hair 
straighter ... preserve your set days 
longer! Actually keep hair from “going 
back!” You can have prettier hair SO 
FAST—look so glamorous in your new, 
smooth hair style—your friends will 
stare in wonder! 


AMAZING GUARANTEE: Short, thin hair 
must grow long as nature meant; frizzy 
hair must be easy to style in newest 
hair-dos ... Or YOUR MONEY REFUNDED 
... and you keep Long-Aid as free gift! 
Long-Aid in lush-pink “dressing table” 
jar, only $1.10. 
Get Hair Chart FREE with your order 
. actual photos of latest Paris and 
Italian hair styles! Plus my “5 Easy 
Steps” to new hair styling! 





; You may order Long-Aid separately only 
| $1.10; or Long-Aid Kit, 7 preparations, $4.95. 


MAIL YOUR ORDER NOW! 


P=" "'MAIL NO-RISK COUPON'="" 
i LONG-AID CO., DEPT. T-68, 

210 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 
is my order plus FREE Hair Chart on Absolute 
ano -back guarantee! 
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é O Send COD; I will Pay pee $1.10, plus post- 
age and COD charge 


I DeLuxe Miracie Kit. I enclose $4.95 cash, check 
I O or money order and Long-Aid pays all postage. 





I 0 Send COD; I will pay postman $4.95, plus post- 
age and cop charges. 
- You save by sending money with order. 
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FOR THE 


WOMAN 
WHO 


WANTS A BABY 


HERE’S NEW HELP! | 


HE AY BECOME PREGNANT—and her o 

Ww HEN. She MAY NOT BECOME PREGNANT—with a_ Doc- 
ul invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. ADViS- 

a purse-size automatic indicator that clearly 
our own special days WHEN YOU MAY CON 
cE VE "A CHILD (these are your FERTILE days)—and your 
ecial days WHEN YOU MAY NOT CONCEIVE A 

CH LD are your STERILE days). Most important— 
/iS-A GUIDE gets rid of all use of drugs and harmful 

c s. And Doctors and the Church approved and recom- 


ed ADVIS-A-GUIDE principle 
en have told me their ADVIS-A-GUIDE has 
make their married life a very happy time. I am 
ee A-GUIDE will do the same for you—that I 
to send you one on a 100° MONEY-BACK 
Just send me your name and address with 
When postman delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE 





A-GUIDE i 


JARANTEE. 


1 in a plain package marked personal and com- 
ith simple instructions—pay only $1.65 plus post- 
his ‘100% MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE: Use your 

AD vis. A. GUIDE for 10-days. you are not completely 
i—if you are not delighted with <3 ees “ gor ot 

your marriage relations—return to I'LL 

)IATELY SEND YOUR eee PURCHASE. ° PRICE 

BACK TO YOU BY AIR-MAIL. (You SAVE 42c 

y sending full price of ot ie cash, money-order, 

when you write me. Because then # PAY all 
harges.) Write me personally. 

Sincerely, 

Mrs. J.L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 331 
BIRTH RESEA 

1000 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK ts, w.Y. (6 B.R. 


FREE BOOKS 
PERCENTAGES9ODDS 


Know your odds when play- 
ng Dice? Now Handy Pocket 
Biue Book shows you the 
right odds for making a point, the cor- 
rect odds for getting any number on a 
given throw or a series of throws. Amaze 
friends. Send for FREE Blue Book today and 
also get latest, lowest prices for trick Dice, 
Cards, Poker Chips, etc. 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 


PO BOX8G5 DEPT. EX TIBURON. CALIFORNIA 
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It’s wonderful the way 
Chewing-Gum Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
NOT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s the secret millions 
have discovered about 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonder- 
fully different chewing-gum laxative. 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you 
chew it. It’s different, too, because it 
removes mostly waste—not good food! 
You see, FEEN-A-MINT does not work in 
the stomach, where food is being di- 
gested. That’s why it does not take 
away a lot of the good food you need 
for energy. 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT works 
chiefly in the lower bowel...removes 
mostly waste, not good food! 

So to feel like a million, do as mil- 
lions do. Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT... 
and feel full of life and energy! Get 
FEEN-A-MINT! 


Feen-a-mint 


JHE CHEWING-GUM LAXATivEe. 
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BLOUSES-SKIRTS 


Hosiery, Lingerie, Etc. 








"1 love this new, easy p 

ke all the money you want! Just 
folks how they can save money 
oy the latest styles in Skirts, 

Lingerie, made from dac- ‘ 

lon and other fabulous new \ 
. Also guaranteed hosiery, \ 
from-Mill. Anklets, socks, 
c iren’s wear add to cash profits. 
Mrs Hi rtzel of Pennsylvania made . 
$122.22; Mrs. Owen of Nebraska made 

You can too, in spare time. 


FREE Write today for big Display Kit. 
Everything is FREE. Supply of 

mited. Beginners abe apparel to 
wai and show FREE ODAY! § 
American Mills, Dept. R-162, Indianapolis 7, Ind. 


62 




















ished, and called a moving company. [ left 
my apartment for good. 

Almost feverish with 
placed my furniture in storage and went 

back to the hotel to plan my next moves. 

I saw a lawyer the next day. and dis- 
covered that getting a divorce took money, 
more than I had to spare, and a case. My 
case had to be proved, and this took time. 
court appearances. and maybe some ad- 
verse publicity. since James was on his way 
to being a famous song writer. 

I decided to let the divorce go. After 
all, it didn’t matter if James got the di- 
vorce. He would want one later on—if 
not now, and he could pay for it. Besides 
I wanted to get away now, away as far as 
I could he wouldn’t know about the 
baby. 

I wanted to protect my baby. so I kept 
my married name when I moved to another, 
smaller city. Because it was cheaper, I 
rented a small house. I got a job very 
close by as a checker in a super market. 
The hours were long, and the work tiring, 
but I was happy and sleep came easy. I 
was never healthier in my life. 

Other nice things happened to me. Next 
door was an elderly couple, the Ishams. 
The husband was a retired army man, and 
almost blind. Mrs. Isham was a fun-loving 
person who had a heart full of warmth and 
understanding. 

She was a godsend to me when Kenneth 
was born. I wouldn’t have cared what he 
looked like—but he was a beautiful dark- 
haired baby. Mrs. Isham called him “our 
baby” and from the beginning hers was as 
much a home for Kenneth as my own little 
house. 

I was happy, really happy for the first 
time with a happiness that would last a 
long, long time. I never stopped to think 
any more about my ugliness. I had dis- 
covered that other people like to talk to 
and be around happy people—and I had 
made many friends just by being happy. 
People were kind before and after Kenneth 
came. There were always little gifts, and 
especially kind words and greetings. 

Not long after Kenneth came I started 
taking a correspondence course in account- 
ing. At the store, my employer had sug- 
gested that I shift to the office staff because 
of my background in office work. and that 
with a bit more training I could go into 
accounting to be in position to make more 
money. 

As he talked to me that day, he paid 
me a wonderful compliment. 

“Mrs. Summers,” he said, “you'll go far 
with the company. You’re about the pleas- 
antest and calmest person I know, to say 
nothing of your efficiency. You always 
seem so happy and confident, and sure 
about everything. Does anything ever go 
wrong with you?” 

I actually felt then that life was perfect 
—that nothing would ever go wrong again. 

I never thought about James much any 
more, but I knew that one day I would 
have to face a divorce. I put that in the 
back of my mind, hoping to have the cour- 


excitement, I 


age to face it when it came. I was no less 
a woman than any other, of course—and 
there were many times when I looked at 
Kenneth and wished that James could 
know about him and would want to be his 
father, to stay with me and make a home— 
just the three of us. But experience teaches 
you and you don’t let dreams like that get 
you off base. As often as those thoughts 
and desires came, I pushed them away 
again. 

really didn’t stop to think that when 
James got a divorce that he could get Ken. 
neth, too. 

Divorce papers were served on me when 
Kenneth was five months old. James was 
doing very well. He had only one song 
hit so far—but it was quite a hit. Often | 
heard it over the radio. Twice I had seen 
his picture in the paper, once in a group 
with the pretty young girl I saw in his 
new car. Her name, so the caption read, 
was Patricia Dean. 

I was home, around eleven o’clock one 
morning. It was one of the days I reported 
late to work. Kenneth was lying in the 
middle of the dining room floor, and I was 
hemming a smock I had made for myself. 
The doorbell startled me. I was expecting 
no one. A well-dressed man asked quite 
courteously, 

“Mrs. James Summers?” 

“Yes,” I answered. 

“T am Hardy Janson, attorney. 
come in?” 

“Why yes, but 

“T represent your husband.” 

“My husband? Does he want a divorce? 
And why must you come? You could 
have had the papers served?” 

Yes, he does want a divorce, Mrs. Sum- 
mers—but I came to talk with you. He 
also wants his son.” 

That man never knew how close he 
came to death. Anybody who would even 
suggest that my son be taken from me was 
in danger of their very life. Kenneth was 
my life. I would kill James or anybody 
who tried to take him away from me. 

What James had done to me, I could 
forget and forgive . . . for I was partly 
to blame for letting it happen. I could 
forget everything that had happened in my 
life before Kenneth. 

My heart was filled with both fear and 
anger as I spoke: 

“James can have his divorce. I want him 
to get it. But he’ll have my son only over 
my dead body.” 

Mr. Janson was patient and kindly. But 
he had his job to do. 

“James is doing very well now, and as 
most men would, he would like to have 
his son. He is willing to give you a gen- 
erous settlement and alimony. He has a 
right to him, you know. You have no 
case, really. You deserted him, you know. 
You left your home—and you didn’t tell 
him about the baby.” 

I tried another tactic. 

“How does James know this is his son?” 

“That was easy, Mrs. Summers. Your 
baby was born six months after you left 
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Mr. Summers. We have a record of the 
birth.” 

“T don’t know what the law is.” My voice 
was trembling. I was frightened. “But 
Kenneth is my son. Mine alone. James has 
no right to him. I don’t mind telling you 
that I would kill James, or you, or anybody 
else. before I would give him up.” 

“Mr. Summers is prepared to make a 
generous .. .” 

I screamed at him: 

“T don’t want his money. I don’t even 
want it to help me take care of Kenneth. 
I can do that myself.” 

“You don’t have the money to fight this 
case.” the lawyer began. 

“I don’t plan to fight. I plan to kill, and 
nothing will stop me.” 

I asked him to go then—ordered him to 
go and kneeled down on the floor beside 
Kenneth. He was drowsy. His large dark 
eyes could hardly stay open. I gathered him 
in my arms, and prayed to God for help. 
When I finished Kenneth was asleep. I put 
him in his little bed and sat down to try 
to figure out what to do. 

A lawyer would take a big portion of my 
savings—mine and Kenneth’s. for already 
I had started saving for Kenneth’s future. I 
would soon have enough money to make a 
down payment on the little home. I couldn’t 
afford to fight any case. 

I decided there was nothing I could do 
except pray and wait for James’ next move. 
I didn’t have to wait long. 

About a week after his lawyer’s visit, 
James came to the house. It was six o’clock 
one evening. I had come home, brought 
Kenneth from Mrs. Isham and was getting 
my dinner. It was always a wonderful time 
for me. Kenneth was always happy to see 
me. The little house was cozy, bright with 
colors. for I had spent long evenings paint- 
ing. and other hours making curtains. slip 
covers and many things I could not afford 
to buy. 

Dinner was always a ceremony with me. 
I set the table and prepared food as taste- 
fully as I could. Kenneth ate his mushy 
mouthfuls and gurgled delightedly. 

As the door bell rang I was in the 
kitchen. I was expecting no one—and 
somehow I knew it was James. How I 
came to this conclusion, I don’t know. I 
stood still for a moment wondering how 
I would face him, what I would say. It 
had been a year since I’d seen him. He was 
now a successful man. Except for Ken- 
neth, I was still the same. Or was I? No, I 
wasn’t. I, too. was successful in my own 
way. I faced the world with much more 
courage. with a good deal more confidence 
in myself. With Mrs. Isham’s help I was 
learning to “dress to” my loose, ungainly 
body. Tonight, for instance, I wore a full- 
skirted green housedress. with low green 
shoes. My hair. always short, I wore in a 
loosely-curled cap. I had learned to be 
comfortably and well dressed—in clothes 
that allowed me to move easily and natur- 
ally. 

Well. I guess all of this shouldn’t have 
been going through my mind, because 
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why just a touch of this 

"rich" hair dressing makes 
your hair so much more 
attractive all day long... 
with that marvelous extra lustre 
and glamorous fragrance ... So soft, 
so smooth, so radiantly lovely! 
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A DELIGHTFUL CAREER—SPARE 
OR FULL TIME— WITH FAMOUS 


HOOVER Uniforms 


A permanent big-income business 
for you—spare or full-time! Expe- 
rience not necessary. Take orders 
for famous HOOVER line of 
smart,colorful uniforms for wait- 
resses, beauticians, nurses, doc- 
tors,ete.—including Nylon, Dacron, 
Orlon. HOOVER UNIFORMS are 
known everywhere forsmart,dress- 
maker styling plus top quality 
and value. Complete Style Pres- 
entation, actual sample fabrics, 
full instructions for starting — all 
supplied FREE. Write TODAY. 


HOOVER UNIFORMS 


Dept. BR-58, NEW YORK 11, N. Y. 
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Learn Arc and Gas Welding In Spare Time 


Your opportunities are greater when you learn to use this great too) 





of modern industry. Training in welding opens the door to many key 
industries. Now you can train at home with UEI’s practical course. 
Includes techniques, metallurgy, blueprints, shop practices, other im- 


portant phases. 


Write For FREE Facts! You can follow home-study 
training with actual shop practice. High school 
diploma not necessary. Write NOW! 


UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE 


2523 Sheffield Ave., Dept. WCH-5, Chicago 14, Ill. 





Important to 
Victims of 


ASTHMA 


FREE BOOK JUST OUT, reveals important 
information to victims of Bronchial Asthma. 
| Send name on postcard today for your FREE 
| copy if you suffer from torturing attacks of coughing, chok- 
| ing, wheezing and gasping for breath. Even if you consider 
| your case ‘‘hopeless’’—get this FREE book. Send no money. 
| M.L.Haymann, 76-T StateLifeBidg., Indianapolis 4,ind. 












BIG DEMAND... 
Full or Part Time 
Employment Opportunities 
Help fill the great need for Trained 
Practical Nurses and be well paid for it. 
Learn in spare time by Wayne Training Plan. 
Doctors welcome it. High school not necessary. 
@ SEND COUPON FOR FREE INFORMATION 
Ages 18 to 55 accepted. Easy Payments. 
Nurses Outfit included. ACT NOW and 
get sample of lesson FREE. 
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nes did not come because of me. He 
e for Kenneth. 

\Vhatever happened, I knew he wouldn’t 
Kenneth. 

How I was going to keep him from it, I 
t know. I didn’t have a gun, but in 
kitchen was a small paring knife. I 
ved it in the bosom of my dress and 
t to answer the door. I would use it 

[ had to. 

James was prosperous and handsome. He 
on a tan suit and his short, well- 
ymed figure stood full in the light of 
open door. In front of the house, I 

ild see a car, the big, shiny green car. 

Good evening. Rosa.” he said. He 

pped inside the door, and I heard him 

1w a deep breath as he looked around. 

“You always did keep a pretty house, 

sa.” He turned then and looked at me. I 
standing by the door quietly, waiting 
him to make the next move. Never in 
life had I been so confident, so un- 
id of what might happen. I think he 
this assurance, recognized it as a 

ength he would have to match. And he 
d. This was a Rosa he didn’t know. 

[ asked him to sit down, and just at 
moment Kenneth started crying. Be- 
I knew what was happening. we were 

th in the kitchen, and James was staring 
a little boy in a toy shop at Kenneth. 

The baby had stopped crying and was 
ing back at the stranger who had 
ced suddenly in on him. In a scant 
ond they were laughing delightfully at 
ch other—and as I looked at the two of 
together I saw how much they were 
and father. A father that was new 
me, too, for this was a Kind of James 

[ never had known. 





"THERE WAS NOTHING for me to do 
except ask him to stay for dinner. He 
epted before I could get the words 

it of my mouth, pulled his coat off and 

urted playing with Kenneth. 

He gave Kenneth his dinner, while I 
ompleted preparation for mine and his. It 

a half-hour after dinner that he spoke 
ut his desire to take Kenneth. 

‘T don’t really have a right to him, 
Rosa... and you are making such a 
ippy. pretty home for him. Everything 

him seems so right here with you. My 

well, I want him more than anything 
in say. I have always wanted a son, and 

[ can take care of him, but my life isn’t 
it for him.” 

Kenneth and I didn’t see James until 
onth later, but in the meantime Mr. 
lansen had called again to get and give 
rmation. James, he said, wanted to 

e out insurance on himself for his son 

me as custodian of the proceeds. I 
ked Mr. Hansen about the divorce. He 

non-committal, saying that he would 

around to it later. Kenneth got a beau- 
ful supply of clothes from a downtown 
\ new combination television-radio, 


mograph combination was sent to the 


It was too large for our small 
se, but I kept it. (I sold the small one 


we had and bought a small rug that I 
needed.) Other little gifts for Kenneth 
came intermittently, some from the city 
where James was living and others locally. 
Once or twice James called to see how 
Kenneth was. 

I was accepting this as all a part of 
God’s work—realizing how blessed was the 
situation which allowed James to take this 
excellent attitude. I felt that any danger 
which had threatened my happiness with 
Kenneth was over—and I could plan for 
the future without any misgivings. 

After an interval of a month, James be- 
gan coming to see Kenneth about once a 
week, making the two-hundred-mile trip 
by car. Usually he came early Sunday 
afternoon and left in the early evening. 
Sometimes he took Kenneth and me out 
for a drive, and we had dinner home. He 
had written two other songs within the 
last few weeks that he felt were going to 
go over, and like the time I first met him 
he talked incessantly about his music. 

Kenneth became very fond of him and 
fairly whooped with joy each time he came. 

Somehow I knew that this had to stop 
... that it was going along too smoothly 
to go along for any length of time. What 
was going to stop it, I didn’t know, until 
one Monday afternoon late—about six 
o'clock. 

I was just turning into the house with a 
bundle of groceries in my arms. I hadn’t 
yet stopped by Mrs. Isham’s to get Kenneth 
because I wanted to get rid of the bundles 
first. As I turned into the walk James’ 
huge shiny green car pulled up in front of 
the house. I was surprised because he had 
just left the day before—Sunday—and said 
he would see us next Sunday. But it wasn’t 
James. It was the pretty girl—Patricia 
Dean. She came straight toward me, her 
face unsmiling and purposeful. 

“You are Rosa Summers?” Her voice 
was a distinct shock to me. Out of this 
smooth brown beautiful face came a rasp- 
ing, crude sound. as if nobody cared what 
was said and how as long as it was a 
sound made by pretty Patricia. 

“Yes,” I replied. “Come in.” 

I went into the house ahead of her and 
turned on the light. 

She didn’t sit down. She waited while I 
deposited my bundles on a table. 

“Won’t you sit down?” I asked. 

“I have no time to sit. I came to talk 
and talk plenty.” 

Again I got the impression of a lovely, 
polished instrument out of tune. Her voice 
was horrible. Her words, however. made 
sense. She wanted to talk. I felt I could 
listen—up to a point. 

“Go right ahead.” I advised. 

“T don’t know what you're trying to do. 
This I want to tell you: I’m getting tired 
of waiting for you to give James a divorce 
and his son. I’ve sat on my haunches for 
the past four months—I don’t think you 
believe that James wants you. So why 
not stop being foolish.” 

A little, pretty girl. She talked big and 
ugly. She wasn’t just here to talk. She 


hadn’t taken her hand out of the pocket of 
the light topper she wore. Thank God 
Kenneth wasn’t in the house. Maybe she 
would believe the facts. 

“James can get a divorce any day he 
wants it,” I answered her, standing as she 
was, cool and collected. “Kenneth is my 
son. The divorce has nothing to do with 
him.” 

Her face grew angrier, and she came a 
step toward me. 

“Don’t hand me that Kenneth-is-my-son- 
stuff. He belongs to James and he goes 
with the divorce.” 

“You're a pretty strange person,” I coun- 
tered. “It seems you would be interested 
in getting James. You can give him all the 
sons he wants.” 

“What I can give him is no concern of 
yours. His son is still his son. He wants 
him and the divorce.” 

“Tl think you'd better talk with James. 
You are wasting your time coming to see 
Me... 

I had hardly gotten the “wasting your 
time” out of my mouth before she jumped 
at me, swinging with all her might with 
the hand she brought up out of her pocket. 
But I had been watching her. and caught 
the swift movement of her body with a 
light straight chair nearby, throwing her 
off balance. As she fell backward her weap- 
on—a _ pearl-handled knife—was thrown 
from her hand. I sat down on her, bringing 
both her hands behind her back and tying 
them with her own colorful scarf. 

Taking her own knife I ordered her to 
sit on the sofa. I called first Mrs. Isham, 
asking her to leave Kenneth with Mr. 
Isham and to come over. I then put in a 
long distance call to James. . . . 

I had tied Patricia’s hands tightly but 
there was nothing I could do about her 
talking . . . and during the few moments 
I waited for Mrs. Isham, holding the knife 
on the little creature to keep her under 
control. she called me every mean, hateful, 
dirty name she could think of. How she 
could have learned so much profanity in 
the short time she had been on earth, | 
don’t know. 

But she was beautiful—even in the sorry 
drama she was unfolding she was like a 
tiny jewel: perfect figure, dainty features. 
huge dark eyes. Yet. as I listened to her. I 
could understand what James meant when 
he said “My life isn’t right for Kenneth.” 

Could it be that James felt this so deeply 
that he had decided to give up this “life” 
that wasn’t right? Why had he been stall- 
ing on the divorce? 

But surely he wouldn’t give up this 
pretty creature . . . as ugly as her words 
and actions made her. Perhaps she was 
a “diamond” underneath all of her crude- 
ness. 

I was to know soon. Mrs. Isham and I 
sat with Patricia until we were able to 
reach James by telephone. 

I told him that Patricia was here, what 
she had tried to do, and that I was going 
to hold her here until he came for her or 
sent someone to get her. 
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It was a James I'd never heard before 
who answered me through obvious shock 
from the information I had given him. 

“Rosa, you are a good woman,” he said. 
“I guess you can’t understand people like 
Patty. You’re as clean as the house you 
keep. Patty is a hustler. She don’t want 
me. I know that. Since I’ve been seeing 
you and Kenneth, I don’t want her. I 
guess I’m a coward because I’ve been try- 
ing to put her off about the divorce, telling 
her that you won’t give me one, that I can’t 
persuade you to let me have Kenneth. It’s 
something I have to work out—but I know 
I don’t want to let you and Kenneth go, that 
I want the goodness I feel when I’m with 
you.” 

I didn’t know what to say. This I had 
never hoped for, in all the things I’d 
dreamed about that James would want to 
come back to me. 

It was something he had to work out. It 
took him quite a few weeks to untangle 
himself from Patricia Dean, because he 
was quite involved. I have been in no 
hurry to have him come back. I want to 
be sure he wants to come. I feel that he 
does, because now it doesn’t hurt him to 
look at me. Sometimes he talks for hours 
about his music, or about Kenneth’s future 
and never once does he avoid looking di- 
rectly at me. Somehow he seems to think 
that he’s looking at a very important per- 
son, a person whose judgment he respects, 
and whose admiration he wants very much. 


THE END 


New ARRID with PERSTOP proved 


1/2 TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE 





Don‘t be 
HALF-SAFE 














It’s easy to be SURE! 





New Vanishing Cream Deodorant Keeps Underarms 
Dry and Sweet...Stops Odor Up to 24 Hours! 


UsED DAILY, Arrid gives you a new kind 
of protection from perspiration and odor... 
rubbed-in protection. Rub Arrid in —rub 
odor out. Rub Arrid in—rub perspiration 
ut. When the cream vanishes you know 
you are safe. 

HERE'S SECRET. Arrid now contains a new 
magic ingredient PERSTOP. And PERSTOP 
makes Arrid a real vanishing cream deodor- 
ant. That’s why Arrid is 12 times as effec- 
tive as any other leading deodorant —as 
proved by doctors. 

Arrid with PERSTOP keeps underarms 


DON’T BE HALF SAFE. USE 








ARRID—TO BE SURE! 


dry and sweet . .. stops odor up to 24 hours. 
No other deodorant can give you this pro- 
tection because no other contains PERSTOP. 
Safe for normal skin and fabrics. Get Arrid. 
with PERSTOP today. 


More men and women 
use ARRID than any 
other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, 
so easy to apply 



















43¢ 


plus tax 





From Convent To Broadway 
(Continued from Page 25) 


I was seeing it now with the wide-eyed 
curiosity and ecstatic delight of a young 
girl of 18. Dad had retired from show 
business and was operating the Meeres 
Cabaret, one of the most popular tourist 
spots in Nassau. 

We were sitting on the patio of his build- 
ing this particular evening enjoying the 
balmy breeze and the dreamy music that 
drifted out from the club. In those days 
Dad was still producing elaborate musical 
numbers in his club and I was still mar- 
velling at the gorgeous costumes and was 
dazzled by the beautiful singers and scin- 
tillating dancers who worked for him. 

“Don’t let appearances fool you, Mari- 
lyn” Dad said soberly. “Show business 
looks glamorous from the outside but it’s 
rough when you're in it. I’ve noticed the 
way you’ve been impressed by everything 
since you’ve been here on the island and 
you’re at that age when you’re making up 
your mind what you want to do in life.” 

“When I came to Nassau I thought I 
would go back to the convent when I got 
home,” I told him, “but now, I’m not so 
sure—” 

He nodded understandingly. “There’s 
plenty of time for you to decide. I think 
you know how I feel about it. I don’t want 
you to become a nun, but neither do I want 
you to go into show business. It’s a hard 
life, Marilyn, especially for a woman!” 
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| heeded only half of his advice. I did 
become a nun, but I did go on the 
And I learned from bitter experi- 
that everything Dad had said that 
t was true—and more! In fact, I was 
shocked by some of the behind-the- 
ehts antics that barely 12 months af- 
teaming up with my brother I walked 
»f the act. I couldn’t take it any longer. 
cuess a little of everything passed be- 
my unbelieving eyes—men who acted 
women, women who tried to be men, 
fer smoking—things I’d never dreamed 
d. I met the phonies. the would-be 
ats, the has-beens; I saw life in the raw. 
Despite the fact that I was never a part of 
of this—thanks to Paul and my own 
ulsion—I made up my mind I didn’t 
1) want to be near such goings on. 
If I had remained in show business long 
ugh I am quite sure that sooner or later 
ild have heard the inevitable offer of 
mink coat or a “big break” in exchange 
favors. Something of this sort occurred 
when I became a model. I was con- 
d by a certain individual connected 
a magazine. He told me that I was 
tly the type he’d been looking for to 
on the cover of his publication. 
jut my enthusiasm cooled considerably 
he suggested over the telephone, 
about discussing the details over a 
tail?” 
When I informed him I neither drank 
smoked, he switched the invitation to 
ner and I finally accepted, telling my- 
that this was a chance to advance my 
ireer. The meal was pleasant enough, but 
he kept turning aside my questions about 
cover photo we were supposed to be 
issing. 
When I persisted, my host began getting 
ore personal, telling me how lovely I was 
how far I could go as a model if I 
ooperated.” I realized then that I would 
er make it as a cover girl with him. 
“You'd be surprised how many girls I’ve 
en a break, Marilyn,” he said, and then 
umed one or two models I knew merely 
name. “Of course,” he added with a sly 
ile, “they were grateful—and showed 


By nature, I’m a very mild sort of per- 
otherwise I might have created a scene 
ht there in the restaurant. Instead, I 
gested that he take me home and we’d 
et about the whole thing. He became 
ngry as if I'd slapped his face right 
in public but grudgingly did as I 
ed 
\s we drove home, I broke the silence by 
ng why some of the large advertisers 
s magazine didn’t hire colored models 
the ads. I was truly amazed when he 
d angrily, in so many words, that he 
tinly wouldn’t trouble himself to talk 
lvertisers about hiring Negro models 
behalf of me or any other girl who 
uldn’t “be nice” to him. 


i OOKING BACK, I can see that much 
4 of my aversion to what I saw and heard 
ring my first venture into show business 


was due to the sheltered. deeply religious 
life I led for so long. 

I was born in New York City, but my 
parents were still very active on the stage 
so when I was about seven months old I 
was taken to Nassau to live with my grand- 
mother. The main thing I remember about 
my early years in the Bahamas was that it 
was a happy time, filled with the carefree 
adventures of childhood. Only the vaguest 
details of what life on a tropic island was 
like remained in my memory. 

At the age of six, I went to live with an 
aunt in Miami. where I entered a private 
Catholic school. There I began prepara- 
tion for a life of service in the church. For 
the next eight years I thought and dreamed 
of little else except becoming a nun. I had 
a notion that I wanted to travel, do mis- 
sionary work, and as I studied my geogra- 
phy I would eagerly learn about each new 
country with the thought that some day I 
might go there. Although I am not exactly 
the studious type, I liked school and did 
very well in all my subjects. 

After finishing grade school I went to 
Catholic high school in Jacksonville, Fla., 
then returned to New York and began my 
postulacy at Saint Zita’s convent there. The 
two years I was at Saint Zita’s were among 
the happiest ’'ve known. There was much 
to learn and plenty to keep us busy. I 
made many friends among the girls there. 
Among the nuns, there was one who was 
my favorite, Sister Mary Bernadette. I 
thought her name the most beautiful in the 
world and I decided that when the time 
came, I would also take the name Berna- 
dette. 

Sister Bernadette had such serene beauty 
and such a sweet disposition that it came 
as a shock to everyone to learn that all 
along she was suffering from cancer, silent- 
ly bearing the terrible pain. Her death 
while I was there was a blow; it seemed 
that with her passing some of the sunshine 
and joy went out of the convent. 

Behind the walls of a convent. life flows 
in a smooth, even pattern, virtually un- 
touched by outside influences. There is a 
calmness and quiet that is a vivid contrast 
to the hustle and bustle of the outside 
world. Saint Zita’s is a huge four-story 
building on a busy Manhattan street. but 
from the hushed atmosphere inside one 
might think it were located in some sleepy 
country village. It has its own chapel, rec- 
reation hall, and dormitories where the 
girls sleep. 

Everything is done according to a rigid 
schedule. leaving no idle time for either 
nuns or students. A typical day began at 
6 a.m. when a bell summoned us to mass. 
Then breakfast and after that we went 
through our religious duties for the day. 
We all had work to do—sewing. knitting, 

cooking, scrubbing and polishing. 

The nuns, too, keep busy all day. They 
take care of the church’s linen and gar- 
ments such as the alb worn by the priests. 
Begging on the streets is part of their 
duties, since this particular order is de- 
voted to caring for the aged. 


We had one hour of recreation each day, 
which we spent playing games. writing let. 
ters and toward the end of my stay, watch- 
ing previously approved shows on tele. 
vision. 

However, all was not work and study, 
There were parties that we eagerly looked 
forward to; especially those on Christmas 
and Saint Patrick’s Day. Saint Zita’s has a 
country house which we sometimes visited, 
but the parties were the most fun of all. On 
Saint Patrick’s Day we had no work to do 
and everyone went to watch the big parade 
down Fifth Avenue. On our return to the 
convent there would be a big party. attend- 
ed by our friends and relatives. There was 
special food and entertainment and it was 
really something to see the nuns dance the 
Irish jig. 

The most impressive ceremony inside a 
convent is the high mass that occurs at the 
reception of a nun, the time when she takes 
her vows. The novitiates march to the altar 
wearing the loveliest. most expensive wed- 
ding gowns imaginable. with bridal veils 
trailing behind them. Leading the way is a 
flower girl and a flower boy, also dressed 
for the occasion. There is violin music and 
singing that echoes through the newly 
scrubbed and polished chapel. 

The young women kneel at the altar on 
little cushions and take the three solemn 
vows of poverty, chastity and obedience. It 
is then that their hair is cut, but not 
cropped close to the scalp as some people 
seem to think. The hair is by no means as 
short as some of the mannish coiffures you 
can see on the street any day. One reason 
for the cutting of the hair is that it is an- 
other form of giving up worldly beauty. A 
more practical reason is that the coif—the 
headgear worn by a nun—would not fit 
otherwise. 

For some of those present this ceremony 
is a happy one, for others it is sad and 
there are tears, just as some people cry at 
a wedding. For me, it was the most beauti- 
ful thing I had ever witnessed and I could 
hardly wait for the time when I would be 
a part of such an awe-inspiring event. 

Imagine then, a young girl of 18, accus- 
tomed to such spiritual surroundings sud- 
denly thrust into the exotic, fun-filled en- 
vironment of Nassau. 

Imagine romping along sunlight beaches, 
thrilling to the primitive rhythms and 
spine-tingling dances of the natives. sur- 
rendering to an embrace under a moon as 
bright as a silver dollar—your first kiss. 
Imagine all that and perhaps you will have 
some idea of what a head-over-heels affair 
my life became. 

I had spent two years at Saint Zita’s and 
was eagerly looking forward to the next 
four years of my novitiate; I would then 
wear the habit of a nun and later would 

come the ring and the solemn vows. But all 
this was changed when I decided to pay 
Dad a surprise visit since I hadn’t seen him 
for so long. 

Only two things marred the prospect of 
the months ahead: Sister Mary Berna- 
dette’s sudden passing had deprived me of 
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a close friend and advisor; and I was more 
than a little disturbed by the fact that 
would not be able to remain at Saint Zita’s 
but would finish my training at an all- 
Negro convent in Philadelphia. Neverthe- 
less. I had every intention of returning to 
a convent after the trip. 

Without letting Dad know. I flew down 
then took a Pan American air- 
liner to Nassau. Stepping off the plane was 
like walking through a door leading to a 
fairy wonderland. The island was a pro- 
musion of lush green vegetation and many- 
hued blossoms. matched only by the riot of 
color to be found in the native markets. 

I soon discovered that there were very 
rigid lines separating the population, which 
ranged in complexion from rich, deep 
brown to almost-white. Those with dark 
skins are considered below those with light 
skins. and they in turn are looked down 
upon by the “whites.” The whites, who are 
called “conkey-joes.” are said to have Ne- 
gro blood despite their air of superiority. 
“discovered” 
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My father’s club is 
hill,” as the native section is called, and 
caters mainly to tourist trade. I was pleas- 
antly surprised to find it such an impres- 
sive looking place, surrounded by a high 
wall. On the ground floor of the large 
building was a patio lined with all kinds of 
plants, with two live peacocks and black 
and white pigeons strutting about. The 
night club is on the ground floor and above 
that is a hotel. Dad’s private apartment is 
on the top floor in sort of a penthouse ar- 
rangement. Nearby is the building where 
Dad formerly staged huge musical produc- 
tion numbers, but which he now rents out 
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as a movie house. 

Dad was overjoyed at seeing me. He 
greeted me with a big hug and led me to 
one of the seats on the patio. 

“Well, young lady.” he said, smiling. “to 
what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?” 

“Since when do I need an excuse to visit 
my favorite relative.” I bantered lightly. 
“You're certainly looking well.” I added, 
gazing at him fondly and realizing again 
why he was known as the “sepia Valen- 
tino” at the height of his career. 

Dad laughed and made a deep bow as if 
he had just taken an encore on the stage. 
“Thank you, my dear. And you look—” He 
paused and eyed me closely. “You look 
quite grown up. How are you doing at 
school ?” 

“It’s a convent, Dad, not a school,” I 
laughed, “and I’m doing wonderfully. Just 
a few more years and I'll be a full-fledged 
nun.” 

I want to talk to 
“But 


” 


“Yes—a nun. Marilyn, 
you about that,” he said reflectively. 
later. Right now I’ve got to get you settled. 

He signalled to a boy who had appeared 
in a doorway. 

“Who’s that?” I asked, as the tall. good- 
looking youth came for my bags. 

“Orlando—he works for me. 
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eing a lot of him around here.” 

Neither of us realized at the time just 
how prophetic Dad’s words would prove to 
be. Orlando, who was just a year older 
than I, became the first beau I ever had. It 

s a typical teen-age romance, with shy 
clances turning to soulful gazes as our 
friendship developed and a quivery feeling 
that was almost too wonderful to bear. 

But Dad gave us little chance to be to- 
cether, hovering over me like a mother hen. 
He himself showed me the sights, taking 
me for drives around the island to visit 
ther clubs on the island. I think that in 
addition to wanting to spend as much time 

possible with me, Dad was well aware 
that I was in that stage of adolescence 
when even puppy-love affairs take on the 
proportions of a Grand Romance. 

Nevertheless, Orlando and I managed to 
become very good friends, even though his 
vork around the place kept him pretty well 

ecupied. One night I wandered out on the 
patio, strangely stirred by a feeling that I 
ould not explain. My mind was full of all 
the new and exciting things I'd _ en- 
ountered since my arrival. 

Suddenly I was aware of someone stand- 
ing beside me. It was Orlando, quiet but 
disconcertingly close to me. 

“It’s a beautiful night,” he said in his 
oft British accents. 

I nodded, my throat too tight for speech. 
Overhead the stars were so big and bright 
t seemed you could just reach up and stir 
them around, and I’d never seen the moon 
:0 silvery before. 

“You know, Marilyn,” he continued, 
‘this is the kind of a night a fellow should 
e sitting out on the shore with his arm 
iround his best girl.” There was a long 
pause, “That’s where Id like to be right 
with you.” 

Slowly I turned around, but before I 
could speak his arms were around me and 
he planted a tender kiss on my lips. The 
next moment he was gone, but his fleeting 
embrace lingered with me for a long time 
afterward. It had been the most romantic 

vent in my young life and I considered 
yself practically engaged to be married. 

But as the end of my visit neared, I 

und myself more concerned with some- 
thing more important. Dad had finally got- 
en around to giving me his views on my 
future, but what little I had seen of the 
theatrical world had put stars in my eyes. 

And it was not long before I began having 
loubts about returning to the convent. 

[ made up my mind with characteristic 

iddenness, and when I left Nassau I was 
able to say goodbye to Orlando with no 
more emotion than that of leaving a good 
friend. Any notions that he and I would 

omeday be married were crowded out of 
ny mind by the momentous decision of 
leaving the convent. I had no plans beyond 
that when I headed for home, but I did 
have an unshakable faith that new and 
even more interesting things than I’d found 
on Nassau awaited me in the world I had 
only begun to see and enjoy. 


? 


now 


60 


I was not aware of any specific wish to 
enter show business, but not long after my 
arrival back in the States my brother Paul 
brought up the idea of forming a dance 
team. Paul had danced with several groups, 
including those of Pearl Primus and Kath- 
erine Dunham. At first I laughed at the 
idea, but when other members of the fam- 
ily insisted that we should try it, I finally 
consented. 

We rehearsed at Michael’s Studios in 
midtown Manhattan and in less than three 
months I had mastered the Afro-Cuban 
and blues routines Paul had worked out. 
We made our debut at Small’s Paradise 
and were an instant hit. My first taste of 
applause was so sweet that I had visions 
of Paul and I reaching the heights in the 
kind of act that had made our parents 
famous. 

From Small’s we went on to the old Ha- 
vana Madrid on Broadway, the Carousel on 
Long Island. the Moors up in Worcester, 
Mass., and toured the better night clubs 
for almost a year. But during that time I 
learned only too well the truth of Dad’s 
warning about the ugliness that can be 
found behind the glamour and _ glitter. 
There were women whose conduct shocked 
me, and many of the men were so different 
from those I’d known I was repulsed. Luck- 
ily Paul was always on hand to protect me, 
and finally began introducing me as his gir] 
friend in order to keep the wolves at bay. 

As I said before, there is no doubt that 
much of my bitter reaction was due to the 
rigidity of my early training. Still, some 
of the things I saw and heard would be 
condemned by any standards. At any rate, 
one night after our last show, Paul and I 
had a little quarrel over something trivial 
and I suddenly realized that I was fed up. 
I told him I was through, and I quit. 


TOOK an office job, vowing to stay as 

far away from show business as I could 
get. However, it was not long before I be- 
gan to get restless. It seemed that I was 
not as completely soured on theatrical life 
as I had thought. But it was more in order 
to occupy my time than with the idea of 
resuming my career that I enrolled in a 
dancing school. 

One of the instructors was Herbert Har- 
per, a choreographer who had helped stage 
several successful shows. Herbie impressed 
me from the start with his quiet, unassum- 
ing manner, warm personality and tremen- 
dous talent. Unlike other men in show busi- 
ness I had met, Herbie was patient and 
understanding and had a fine set of 
values. It was he, as our friendship ripened 
into love, who pointed out to me that show 
business and the people in it are not en- 
tirely wicked, as I seemed to think. Under 
his guidance I learned to be more tolerant 
of others and to find the good points that 
exist in all of us. 

It seemed the most natural thing in the 
world to fall in love with Herbie and be- 
come his wife. After a year of being a 
housewife, I became interested in fashion 
modeling through Mrs. Freda DeKnight, 


Home Service Director of TAN magazine, 
who sent me to Mrs. Devore of the Del 
Marco agency. For two years, after com. 
pleting the course there, I appeared in 
fashion shows and posed for many maga. 
zine illustrations, including several covers 
for national publications. 

My daughter, Monteal, was born Sep. 
tember 12, 1953, and of course, I dropped 
out of modeling for a long period of time, 
When she grew old enough to permit me 
to have more time of my own, I found 
myself again thinking about the stage, 
With Herbie’s encouragement I decided to 
develop what singing talent I possessed. 

Those who had heard me sing were very 
generous with their praise and expressed 
surprise at the rather deep and vibrant 
quality of my voice. Fortunately, this ap. 
praisal was shared by the well-known vocal 
teacher, West Wilcox, with whom I have 
been studying for a year. He feels that | 
am now ready to make my place in show 
business, as a singer of sophisticated bal- 
lads and intimate songs. 

I know deep inside that this is what I’ve 
always wanted to do and I am just as firm. 
ly convinced that I will be successful. No 
longer am I repulsed by the “wickedness” 
of show business, thanks to Herbie. As he 
points out, it is the individual and the way 
he conducts himself that counts no matter 
what the other fellow may or may not be 
doing. 

Although the years I spent in the con- 
vent are ones I'll never forget, and I cer- 
tainly don’t consider them wasted, I have 
no regrets at leaving. I have a beautiful 
daughter, a fine husband who knows show 
business from A to Z, and the happy pros- 
pect of a career that will be a credit to the 
fine tradition of Meeres and Meeres. 

THE END 





Tantown Dise Jester 
(Continued from Page 21) 


flowing from the indigo-tinted avenue 
where he and the blues first saw the light 
of day, and where he learned early to say, 
“When you see me laughin’, I’m laughin’ 
just to keep from cryin’ . still, I'd 
rather be here than any place I know.” 
Saddled by his day-laboring parents 
with the name Nathaniel Dowde Williams, 
the future deejay at an early age showed 
signs of what words were going to mean 
in his life. Before he was five, he had 
impressed the other Beale Street urchins 
with his ability to talk his way out of the 
clutches of outraged market-wagon huck- 
sters. The produce men used to congregate 
around the Old Beale Street Market, now 
Handy’s Park, named in honor of the 
great blues composer, W. C. Handy. They 
assembled at the market to sort the good 
produce from the bad, and otherwise pre 
pare for their day’s stint on the city’s 
streets. Their greatest and most persistent 
scourges were the swarms of little Beale 
Street kids who assembled almost simul- 
taneously, and made their presence known 
by helping to sort vegetables for a con- 








bi 
th 
ou 
hi 
ali 
th 


ch 
tit 
th 
pr 


ru 
th 
of 

ni 

lif 
fre 
Be 
ro 


Al 
































agazine, 
the Del sideration, or helped themselves to as 
ter com. much fruit and produce as they could 
pared in get away with. 
y maga. ~ Nat Williams was reared in the slums 
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Seventh Avenue on fire. So after acquiring 
a wife from the ranks of the girls he left 


at the Nashville school. Nat returned to 


Tennessee to teach in the high school from Vou, ton, con care meek - ney by 
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people apart and make them appear dif- 
ferent on the surface.” 

It was Nat’s handling of his column, 
ostensibly written in a deliberate vein of 
humor and idiomatic cajolery, but basical- 
ly in a serious spirit, which led to his 
active entrance into show business. 

When the owners of Memphis’s famous 
Palace Theater, one of the nation’s lead- 
ing sepia vaudeville houses, decided to 
sponsor a radio broadcast of an amateur 
show featuring Negro talent, Nat Williams 
was selected as master of ceremonies. This 
contact enabled him to meet and know the 
town’s best musicians and entertainers. 
Demand increased for his services as a 
night club entertainment “emcee.” Mean- 
while, the school in which he taught his- 
tory, sociology, and economics, drafted his 
talents for the production of its annual 
spring and mid-year talent shows. Various 
Negro sponsors of civic spectacles, such as 
the Cotton Makers Jubilee, the Blues Bowl 
Game, and other events found Nat’s serv- 
ices useful in production and presentation. 

It was while serving as emcee for the 
Beale Street Amateur Hour, aired once 
a week on a local station, that Nat made 
the acquaintance of Bert Ferguson. Fergu- 
son was a radio station announcer. He 
helped handle Nat’s amateur broadcast. 
That was at the beginning of the amateur 
show broadcasts, which ran from 1936 to 
1940. Nat was to hear from Ferguson 
again in a most important way. 

Despite his heavy school and entertain- 
ment responsibilities, Nat somehow found 
time to carve a small niche of recognition 
for himself in his favorite avocation, jour- 
nalism. He moved up to the associate 
editorship of the Memphis World, writing 
his column, doing feature stories, com- 
posing editorials. 

Later, he was hired to serve as managing 
editor of Service Magazine, a national 
book published by Tuskegee Institute for 
the purpose of encouraging greater Negro 
proficiency in the service occupations. He 
edited the magazine in Memphis, inter- 
spersing his work with frequent trips to 
Tuskegee, and making wide jaunts over 
the South and Mid-West during the school 
vacations, in the interest of the publication. 

During World War II, Nat was given 
a leave of absence from the Memphis pub- 
lic schools to work in Washington as a 
Race Relations Consultant and newsman, 
under the direction of his old friend, Ted 
Poston, in the Third War Loan News 
Room of the U. S. Treasury Department. 

It was during this period, also, that 
Williams was elected to serve as editor 
of the national organ of his fraternity, the 
Oracle of Omega Psi Phi. After two years, 
he was divested of this honorary position. 

Nat’s journalistic career broadened when 
his column, “Down On Beale” was ac- 
cepted for publication in the Pittsburgh 
Courier and he became a feature and edi- 
torial writer for the Memphis Tri-State 


Defender. 





N 1948, a shocking event occurred jn 


Williams’ household. His wife an. 
nounced the imminent arrival of an addi- 
tion to the family! The free and easy 
philosophy of “here-day, go day,” which 
had marked Nat’s basically-humorous ap. 
proach to life, suddenly came to an end, 
Nat saw the need of more money, for 
obvious reasons. 

Noting the absence of Negroes in the 
now-maturing radio industry, and having, 
as he says, “a sneaking suspicion that soon 
somebody hereabout was going to wake up 
to the amount of money floating around ip 
Negro jeans just crying out loud as a 
ready market,” Williams turned to some of 
the local radio stations and attempted to 
sell himself as a disc jockey. In his first 
attempts, he was made the object of 
derisive laughter. 

But. the wheel of fortune was turning. 
Bert Ferguson, who had been associated 
Nat on the Beale Street amateur 
show, had entered the radio business on 
his own now. He was part-owner and gen- 
eral manager of Radio Station WDIA, a 
250-watter, which had begun operation in 
Memphis competing for white listeners, 
Thanks to keen powers of perception and 
the ruggedness of the competitive struggle 
in the local radio field, Ferguson was 
quick to discern the potentialities of the 
hitherto-ignored and neglected Negro radio 
listening audience in Memphis and the 
Mid-South. 

He discovered that, at the time, hardly 
a Negro record, much less an announce- 
ment about or to Negroes, could be heard 
on local radio stations. And the idea of a 
Negro radio personality, or disc jockey, 
was most revolutionary for Memphis. For, 
with the exception of a few sepia gospel 
quartettes, the voice of the Negro on 
Memphis and Mid-South radio had been 
silenced ever since the World War II years 
halted broadcasting of the Beale Street 
amateur show and one or two other sepia 
programs which were outgrowths of it. 

Ferguson toyed with the idea of enter- 
ing this void and giving active attention 
to this wholly-neglected group of listeners. 
But, he had a big problem to solve. He 
was not familiar with the Negro com- 
munity, its tastes, its mode of expression, 
proper approaches to it. He began search- 
ing for a Negro personality who could 
advise him on the idea taking shape in 
his mind. 

Ferguson conferred with numerous local 
Negro leaders before he remembered Nat. 
A trip to the local Negro newspaper office, 
and a message left with a staff member, 
soon brought Nat to Ferguson’s office. And 
Nat quickly appraised possibilities of pro- 
gramming Radio Station WDIA’s broad- 
casts primarily for Negro listeners. 

A check showed that the station did not 
possess more than a half-dozen recordings 
by Negro musicians and vocalists. The 
station announcers hardly knew how to 
pronounce the word “Negro” in a manner 
acceptable to Negroes. Ferguson needed 
someone who could help him launch out 
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into the Negro Market by interpreting 
Negroes to him in an effective manner. 

Nat said he was pretty sure he could do 
the job and Ferguson decided to take a 
chance. A tentative publicity campaign 
was launched, announcing what was about 
to happen. Arrangements were made with 
school officials to insure against violation 
of the system’s policies. 

On October 25. 1948. Nat Williams be- 
san laughing on the air—the studio micro- 
phone had caused him to forget the open- 
he had prepared for the first 

WDIA’s first Negro-beamed 
the Tan Town Jamboree. 
reaction was mixed but strong. 


ing lines 
airing of 
broadcast, 
Public 
Some white people voiced their resentment 
in letters. telephone calls, and public con- 


yersation. The Negro public was _ pleas- 


antly surprised, but contended that the 
station could have done better in the se- 
lection of the town’s first Negro disc 


jockey. that it could have chosen someone 
with a less noticeable Negroid accent in 
his speaking voice. 
But, Nat was lucky. 
teaching experiences , 
paid off. Present and 
sent in bushels of fan 
social began calling 


His newspaper and 
acquaintance 

students 
Club and 
WDIA the 


and 
former 
mail. 


groups 


“Goodwill” station because of its policy of 
making free announcements about club 


meetings. lost persons. church notices. be- 
cause of constructive interviews with Negro 
leaders and other personalities, because of 
a Sunday afternoon forum in which Negro 
spokesmen were encouraged to voice their 
views on issues of the day, no matter how 
controversial. Station WDIA was building 
on a solid foundation for loyal listener 


support. 
In short order the station’s Hooper- 
rating was tops in Memphis. It still is. 


National advertisers began to purchase air 
time. Local businesses, white and Negro, 
also began to buy time. The Universal Life 
Insurance Company. one of the nation’s 
leading Negro-owned became 
one of the station’s best supporters. Ad- 
ditional Negro personalities were employed 
by the station. Soon Radio Station WDIA 
had launched, with its mixed white and 
Negro broadcasting team. one of the na- 
tion’s leading integrated businesses. 
Today, WDIA is a 50,000 watt organi- 
zation, having become so on June 19, 1954, 
and is the largest station beamed to Negro 
listeners. Nat Williams is now Program 
Consultant. He conducts two shows a day, 
six days a week, with a 
three hours on Saturdays. In the mornings 
at 6:30. he broadcasts the Tan Town Cof- 
fee Club, till 7:55. At 4 p.m., he holds 
the original Tan Town Jamboree, until 
5:30. On Saturdays, he “rides” the Cool 
Train with Rufus Thomas and Nat Wil- 
liams teaming together from 1 till 4 p.m. 
On Sundays Nat serves as moderator for 


businesses, 


team-show of 


one of the station’s most unique programs, 
the forum, “Brown America Speaks,” 
4:30 till 5. 

The forum has won national recognition, 
having been honored by the Ohio State 


from 


University Radio Educational Committee 
for outstanding presentation. Nat prepares 
the questions and in conjunction with A. 
C. Williams. the station’s Negro public 
consultant, selects the 
Panel members include both white 
and Negro spokesmen. At 6 p.m. on Sun- 
day Nat “Old 
role he has played several times in Station 
WDIA’s annual charity show for the bene- 
fit of crippled Negro children. 
In his Nat sits in 
and takes orders from his wife. the 
Lucille Butler. and his two young daugh- 
ters. Natolyn. 6. At night 
he reads himself to sleep. and dreams of 
them laugh on 


relations partici- 


pants, 
Timer.” a 


evenings. is the 


a corner 
former 


“spare” time 


and Naomi. 5. 


another wisecrack to make 


Beale Street. the street where he would 
rather be than “any place I know.” 
THE END 





I Lied 
For 


My Baby 





(Continued from Page 39) 


and his 
lips took mine in a kiss such as we had 


me up as if I were the baby. 
a kiss that held our 
mutual joy in its touch. 

I had promised to be careful. 
The first three 


never shared before 


and [| 


was. months were nothing 


at all. The fourth month wasn’t so good; 
the fifth month was worse. Then all at 
once there were complications. I did 
everything the doctor suggested, I carried 
out every instruction painstakingly. But it 
wasn't enough. One night those boring 
pains began across my back; and Al, 
frightened half to death. called Dr. Lip- 


pincott and hurried me to the hospital. 

“Oh, darling. darling.” I wept. as Al 
sat beside me at my room in the hospital, 
“I’m so afraid we'll lose this one!” 


“Paula, forget the baby.” Al said, his 
cheek pressed to mine on the _ pillow. 
“There can be other babies; but there’s 


only one you, darling. Get well for me, 
sweet.” 

Forget the baby! Well. he 
that. He hadn’t carried this tiny treasure 
within his body for all these months, as I 
had. He hadn't felt it and stir, he 


hadn’t dreamed how it would feel to hold 


could say 


grow, 


that tiny life in his arms. He hadn't 
woven dreams into each stitch of the tiny 
sweater and cap I had already knit. For 


the first time I understood what mothers 
meant when they said father wasn’t a 
parent until the baby was born, while a 


mother was a mother from the moment of 
conception. 

“Al.” I whispered, “say a prayer for 
the baby, Ask God to save him 


for us!” 


darling. 


“Sure, sweetheart,” he said gently. I 
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felt his tears mingle with mine on my 
cheek. 

But God didn’t listen. Before the dawn 
our baby was only a dream that had been, 
and was no more. 

I didn’t realize it at the time, but I very 
nearly joined the baby. wherever he had 
gone. For two or three days I lay in a 
near coma. only half aware of the doctor 
and the nurses bustling around me, and of 
Al as he sat beside me. my cold hand 
clasped in his. Then. slowly. I began 
to feel, and to remember. and I couldn't 
tell whether the agony in my breast was 
my physical heart or the one that had 
broken when I lost the baby. 

“You had a mighty narrow squeak, 
young lady.” the doctor told me severely. 
when I was ready to leave the hospital at 
last. “No more pregnancies for you until 
we get you built up a little. Understand?” 

I nodded, but I knew that if I could 
conceive again that very night. I would do 
so gladly. No price was too great to pay 
to erase the deep despair that gripped 
me. I would have helped if I could have 
told Al how I felt, told him so he could 
understand. But there were no words for 
the feeling of uselessness that possessed 
me. I hated my body. the body that Al 
treasured, that looked so healthy, but was 
incapable of bringing my baby to life. I 
resented the other women, the new moth- 
ers who held precious small bundles to 
themselves with pride. I, too, had given 
birth, yet I was not a mother. Most of 
all, I was filled with a deep bitterness 
toward God, because He had taken our 
one wee lamb away that way. Where 
was justice? Where was kindness? 

“Darling. don’t grieve so,” Al begged. 
“Don’t you know that you are the whole 
world to me? All the babies there couldn’t 
make up to me for the loss of my wife, 
Paula. Please don’t cry any more.” 

“Don’t pretend with me, Al,” I said 
sadly. “I know you must feel almost as 
badly as I do about losing our baby. But 
I'll try again. darling, and next time—” 

“Of course,” he said _ reassuringly. 
“We'll wind up with fourteen kids and 
thirty-eight grandchildren yet, you wait 
and see. This first time doesn’t mean 
a thing. dear. Dr. Lippincott says a first 
baby is always a problem.” 

His confidence did cheer me up. But it 
could never remove the scar left by the 
loss of the precious wee one who was to 
have been our first-born. No matter how 
many more we had. | would always re- 
member: one was missing. one who should 
have been ours, the one God had snatched 
away before I had even cuddled him in 
my arms. 


()UTWARDLY things ran along much as 

they had before. except that I didn’t 
regain my strength as fast as the doctor 
would have liked. I 
combination of the bitterness I couldn’t 
forget and ny anxiety to conceive again 
that kept my nerves drawn taut and my 


suppose it was a 


body thin and tired. Dr. Lippincott 
thought I was following his advice in not 
becoming pregnant again. 

“Plenty of time ahead,” he said. “Rush. 
ing into it would only harm both you and 
the baby. Tm glad to see you are being 
sensible.” 

Inwardly I smiled. Sensible? Little 
did either he or Al know how eagerly | 
was hoping. week by week, month after 
month. Al would have put a stop to that 
in a hurry. He had been so frightened 
that he treated me as if I were the most 
fragile china doll. 

And then, a year after our first loss, 
the second of “our babies” decided to 
come along. Dr. Lippincott wasn’t happy 
about it, but he thought we had a good 
chance. 

“This time we know what we're up 
against.” he said. “It isn’t going to be 
easy. I warn you, but it may work out 
all right. if you will follow my instruc- 
tions to the letter.” 

Again the first three months were noth- 
ing at all, and the fourth not so good. 

“T don’t like it,’ Dr. Lippincott said. 
“Your history is repeating itself. It'll be 
a fight. Mrs. Maney.” 

I smiled up at him from my bed. “I’m 
not afraid of a fight,” I said. “Just tell 
me what I should do.” 

Poor Al was so worried he grew thin 
as a rail. “We shouldn’t have started so 
soon.” he kept saying. “Paula, if any- 
thing happened to you—!” 

“It won't.” I told him firmly. “Don’t be 
such a worry wart! Women have babies 
every day. you know.” 

{ only wished I felt as brave as I 
sounded. Not that I was afraid for my- 
self . . . I didn’t think much about me. 
My thoughts and my love were all with 
this baby. Yes, and my prayers. Some- 
where inside I harbored a fear that God 
might take this baby, too, to show me I 
was wrong to blame Him the other time. 
I remembered how once, when I was a 
little girl in school, I had cheated in a 
geography examination, and then had suf- 
fered torments for fear the teacher had 
seen me. I remembered promising God 
that if He would just let me get by that 
once. I would never, never cheat again. 
I got an “A” on the paper; and I had 
kept my promise never to cheat again. 

“God,” I prayed now, “if You'll let us 
keep this one, if You'll just let me bear 
him alive, I promise I'll forgive You for 
the other one. and I'll never question You 
again.” 

Not an orthodox prayer, I guess; but 
how much I meant it, God alone knew. 
They said He knew everything, so he must 
have known that. But if He did, He didn’t 
care. For that baby came, as did the 
other one, toward the end of the fifth 
month: he was dead at birth, and I was so 
nearly dead that the difference hardly 
mattered—to anyone but Al and Dr. Lip- 
pincott. It was the two of them that 
saved me; they had no help from me. I 
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didn’t care. My baby was dead. My 
first one. and my second one. Twice I 
had gone through the torments of child- 
hirth—and our arms were still empty, Al’s 
and mine. 

“Never again,” Dr. Lippincott 
when I was finally able to go to his office 
again. “That’s an order, Mrs. Maney. I 
know now what I suspected before. Your 
problem is one that will recur with each 
effort to bear a child, and will grow worse 


said, 


each time. The next one would quite 
probably cost you your life. This one 
nearly did.” 

“No children,” I said dully. “Never a 


Do you know what that 
means to me? No, you couldn't. Even 
Al doesn’t understand. No one knows 
. no one but God. And God doesn’t 
care.” 
“How can 


baby of my own. 


you say that?” the doctor 
asked gently. “His wisdom is beyond our 
understanding, my dear. Over and over, 
in my work with people, I have seen it. 
The thing that appears a tragedy on the 
surface turns out, after it has been ac- 
cepted, to be just another evidence of the 
Divine wisdom. Certainly we can’t al- 
ways understand. But who wants to wor- 
ship an understandable God? That would 
bring Him down to the level of our intel- 
ligence, and there would be nothing left 
to worship. Somewhere, unseen by you 
now, there is a reason for what has hap- 
pened to you. I hope you will be wise 
enough to accept it, and to ask for under- 
standing. If we learn to do that, even 
sorrow such as yours becomes a blessing. 
Perhaps He has motherless ones already 
here he wants you to take into your 
heart—” 

Deliberately I got to my feet and walked 
out of his office, leaving him with the un- 
finished sentence hanging between us. I 
was so furious I was frozen with it. 

He could talk of God’s wisdom. It was 
I who had lost my babies—and all my 
hope for the future, as well. 

“Never again, Paula,” Al that 
night, repeating unconsciously the doc- 
tors harsh words of doom. “I'll never 
again let you go through that for the sake 
of a baby. We'll adopt our family, 
darling—” 

“We'll adopt nothing,” I said frozenly. 
“If we can’t have our own, I refuse to 
play mother cat to the unwanted kids of 
the mothers who didn’t want to be moth- 
ers. It’ll be our own or none.” 

Al’s face, always so pinched-looking of 
late, paled. But he put his arms around 
me and kissed me tenderly. 

“That’s for you to decide, darling. I 
can be completely happy as long as I 
have my precious wife beside me.” 

“Liar,” I said tiredly, and turned away 
from him with a sigh. 

Life does go on, in spite of everything. 
There is the dawn, and the noontime, and 
the evening. Dust gathers, and must be 
Swept out. One grows hungry, and food 
must be prepared. The meter man comes 
around and stops for a minute to chat with 


said 


cheerful The butcher 
whispers that for once he was able to get 
hold of some of those little veal chops 
the Mister likes so Days 
weeks, and weeks lengthen into months. 
And after a while a year has gone, and 
you are a little surprised. 

I had been so crushed and embittered 
by the doctor’s verdict that it didn’t occur 
I went along, pre- 

Turning my 


impersonalness. 


well. become 


to me to question it. 
tending to be all right 
face away as I passed young 
wheeling babies along the street. 
ing the street to avoid looking in shop 
windows that featured baby clothes. 
Clapping my hands to my ears so I 
wouldn’t hear the church-bells 
sleepy Sunday mornings. 

“God, how could You do it? How 
could You offer us babies—and then take 
them away?” 

Two more years went by, and instead of 


ring on 


becoming easier to bear. my loneliness and 
longing for babies grew greater and more 
hurting. And the feeling of futility and 
uselessness it was like 


until 


of my grew 


living in the middle of a great black 
cloud that shut out the sunshine. 
Then gradually. so gradually that I 


can’t tell you when it began, the wild, 
wicked scheme began forming in my mind. 

“Anything is possible, if you are de- 
termined enough.” I began to tell myself. 


“How can anyone say for sure that I | 
would lose another baby? Doctors don’t 
know everything! He doesn’t know how 


much I want to bear a child. And it’s been 
two years. I'll bet I could.” 

But for all that. when I actually found 
out that I was pregnant again I was pretty 
scared. I didn’t say anything about it for 
a few days, either to Al or the doctor. I 
wanted to think I had to de- 
cide what to do. 

Somehow, as I 


about it. 


went around with my 


mothers 
Cross- | 








secret hugged to my breast, the joy and | 


thrill and wonder of it began to course 
through me. Another of “our babies . . .” 
It seemed so joyfully right, and I felt so 
well, my fears took flight. 

So I reached my decision. I would 
have this baby. And this one would be 
born alive. I would see to that—through 
sheer determination. I have my 
baby in spite of the warnings and croak- 
ings of the doctor—yes, in spite of God 
Himself! He had taken the other two; 
this one I would keep. 

I shudder now as I recall that vow I 
made to myself and to my unborn baby. 
But it didn’t seem blasphemous to me 
then. I just wanted my child, and I was 
ready to defy anyone and anything to save 
the baby’s life. If only I had listened and 
remembered the wise words Dr. Lippin- 
cott had spoken that day in his office. If 
I could that wis- 


dom 


would 


just have accepted 


‘O I WENT to see the doctor with my 

mind made up. I had so convinced 
myself that this time would be different 
that his curt proposal that I go to the 
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iospital the next day to sacrifice my baby 
vas a bitter thing to take. I strolled along, 
my mind in chaos, trying to decide .. . 
Then it came to me that not once had 
said for certain that I couldn’t have 
he baby. “Almost certain—” “Might 
ost you your life—” “Probably—” 

Why. he as good as admitted that I had 

chance! And that was enough for me. 
[ turned, and with swift steps retraced 

way to his office. 

He saw me immediately. I was glad he 
lidn’t keep me waiting. 

“I’ve decided to have this baby. doctor,” 
[ told him firmly. “I know you think I 

‘t—but my mind is made up. It will 
be worth anything just to have one child, 

baby of my own!” 

“Then I am forced to tell you that I 

nnot take your case.” 

“Dr. Lippincott!” I ran to him and 
eized his arms in a feverish grip. “Doc- 
or, please don’t be like that. Please! 
Haven’t you any pity at all? Have you 

idea of how terribly I want this baby? 
Couldn’t we at least try? Oh, please, 
} lé ase—”’ 

Gently he withdrew his arms from my 
srasp and sank into the chair behind his 
desk. 

“You’re making this very hard for me, 
Paula,” he said, lapsing into the use of 
my given name as he had in the days he 
ised to help me keep the brood of smaller 
Wades healthy. “I wonder if you realize 
vhat you’re doing? Let me put it this 
way. In determining to fly in the face of 

advice, you are, I believe, signing the 
death warrant for two people—yourself 
ind your baby. You ask me to be a 
partner to it. This I cannot do. I cannot 
knowingly gamble with a human life, my 
dear. Your decision must be your own, 
but I cannot help you in what you are 
hoosing to do.” 

[ hardly heard the words he was say- 

My mind was running around and 
und, whirring like an egg-beater. My 
iby. They were trying to take my baby 
vay from me. This one, this last baby. 
[ think maybe, right then, I was a little 
inbalanced. It seemed to me that wher- 

er I turned . . . the doctor, Al, every- 

ere . .. I was surrounded by those 

» wanted only to kill my baby. Well, 
[ wouldn’t let them. I, his mother, would 

my precious one. I would give him 
the gift of life. 

[ stood staring stonily at the doctor’s 


Doctor,” I said slowly, “this baby is 
going to be born, and he is going to live. 
I, his mother, will see to it. And I will 
find a doctor who will help me.” 

Ihe look of pity that flashed over his 
face served only to anger me. He still 
didn’t believe me! Well, I'd show him. 

| walked out of the office and across the 
hall to the office of another doctor. His 

irse gave me an appointment for the 

Kt day. 

[ went to keep that appointment with 


(4 


hope high in my heart. Dr. Lippincott was 
a fuddy-duddy. I told myself. Behind the 
times. He just knew me and my ailments 
too well, that was all. And he was. after 
all, a general practitioner. This new doc- 
tor was a specialist. 

I liked Dr. Addams’ eyes. They were 
clear and steady. and there was the look 
of a winner about him. His examination 
was quick but careful. He asked me 
enough questions to fill a book; all about 
the other two babies I had lost. and about 
my heart, and the toxemia, why I was 
changing doctors ... everything. I an- 
swered as fully and honestly as I could. I 
wanted him to know everything so that 
he could help my baby and me intelli- 
gently. 

But I soon knew I had made a mistake. 

“Tl check further into your past medi- 
cal history, Mrs. Maney.” he said. “But if 
what you have told me so far is correct 
and accurate, that plus your present con- 
dition eliminates the possibility of your 
carrying this child full term successfully. 
Come in day after tomorrow. By then [ll 
know for sure.” 

I didn’t go back. I knew then that he 
was going to repeat what Dr. Lippincott 
had said. That wasn’t what I wanted. I 
looked up another doctor. . . . 

In the week that followed I went to four 
different doctors. I was getting cagey 
now. I told each one less and less about 
my past, about my heart. Yet, not one of 
them would say he thought I had a 
chance. ... 

This baby is going to be born alive. 
That thought possessed me completely 
now. I hadn’t yet told Al that a new baby 
was coming; I had determined not to tell 
anyone until I had my new doctor lined 
up. I told Al that I was tired, and went to 
bed early each evening, to avoid being 
with him too much. I was afraid he would 
suspect, afraid of what he would say. 

I found my doctor finally. He had a 
small, shabby office on the “wrong” side 
of town. His equipment looked not too 
clean, and somehow he didn’t look clean 
either. I noticed a suspicious odor of alco- 
hol about him as he made a quick, super- 
ficial examination. 

“This your first baby?” he asked. 

“No,” I said quickly. “I’ve had two 
others... .” 

“Well,” he said. “you ought to get along 
all right. Your heart isn’t all it could be, 
but if you’re careful you shouldn’t have 
much trouble.” 

If only I had obeyed the impulse to 
leave right then. to run out of his office 
and never come back. But his words were 
the words I wanted to hear. By this time 
I had completely convinced myself—I 
knew my baby was going to live. All I 
needed was to find a doctor who shared 
my confidence. Here was the doctor. 

That night I told Al. 

“Paula! Why, you mustn’t—you can’t. 
You know what Doc said, darling. You go 
see him tomorrow—” 

“I’ve got a new doctor, dear,” I said 





brightly. “Dr. Miller, and he says I'll do 
all right. Dr. Lippincott is just an old 


fuddy-duddy. He doesn’t know every. 
thing.” 

“T don’t like it,” Al said worriedly, 
“I've got a lot of confidence in Lippincott, 
Paula.” 

It was all I could do to keep Al from 
going to Dr. Lippincott himself. But some. 
how I quieted his fears. The funny thing 
about it was that I wasn’t even afraid any 
more. I had no room left in my mind for 
fear or doubt. I had so firmly made up 
my mind that this time I would have my 
baby that there wasn’t the slightest doubt 
in my mind about the outcome. I felt as if 
I was single-handedly holding the rest of 
the world at bay. They could say what 
they chose. / knew. By the sheer force of 
my will I was going to bend Life to my 
dictate. 

It didn’t take me long to realize that 
Dr. Miller wasn’t much of a doctor. Twice 
when I went to see him he showed clearly 
that he had been drinking. And his exam. 
inations were never thorough, like those 
Dr. Lippincott used to give me. How | 
wished I could go back to him. . . but 
he had made it all too plain what would 
happen to my baby if I went to him. 

Once more, the fourth month brought 
me the too-familiar symptoms of coming 
trouble. But now it didn’t frighten me. 
My mind was still made up, and | 
wouldn’t give up. But I did feel it was 
wise to tell Dr. Miller that I had had 
trouble previously from the fifth month 
on, and that I wasn’t feeling well. He still 
believed that I had two children. 

“You be careful,” he said sharply. “I 
don’t like these messy cases.” 

I almost laughed. “Don’t worry, doctor. 
I'll make it.” 


” 


HE FIFTH MONTH passed, one slow 

day after another. The sickening head- 
aches were there, and the swelling of my 
hands and ankles. I could see that Dr. 
Miller wasn’t pleased—and I saw too that 
Al didn’t approve of Dr. Miller. I didn’t 
care about anything except the baby. I 
kept my mind on that one thought. This 
baby will be born alive. I’m going to see 
to it. 

And then the fatal fifth month was past, 
and I could have shouted in sheer relief. 
“Didn’t I tell you?” I demanded of Al. 
“It’s going to be all right!” 

But it wasn’t that simple. As day fol- 
lowed day, I knew I wasn’t doing well. 
and I hung on, it seemed, with my very 
teeth and nails. I lived one day at a time. 
One more day is gone, I’d say at sunset 
time. One more day of victory for us, 
darling. ... 

One thing I didn’t do was pray. 

Somehow, I got through the sixth month 
too. And the seventh month began to drag 
itself along. . . . I knew now that I was 
in pretty bad shape. Al knew it too. He 
wanted me to go back to Dr. Lippincott. 
But I shook my head stubbornly. I knew 
what he would do. And it was so close 
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Why? 


Fir 


ctory was in sight... . 
en. early in the seventh month, my 

came. Frantically, Al called Dr. 

and hurried me to the hospital. I 
sick with worry. Was it too soon? 
ld the baby live? 

Miller came in. and my heart sank. 
1ad_ ~been drinking. Desperately I 
sled to hang onto consciousness; but 
1 low moan I felt myself slip out, out 
deep black tide. With a sigh, I let 
It was so pleasant I didn’t want to 
back. I didn’t want ever to fight 


guess only one thing in the world 


ld have called me back. That was the 


I heard, the sound of my baby’s 
1g cry. He was alive! We had won! 
urd a sound of wild laughing, and 
a while I realized it was I who was 
ing. I had showed them! I had won. 
t the fight wasn’t ended. Not yet. For 
Sandra’s life hung in the balance. She 
xygen. She had a blood transfusion. 
ind over the tiny flame seemed about 


licker out. I hung over her crib and 


/ her to live. 
-od, You aren’t going to get this one.” 
In’t say it aloud, but it was there in- 
or me. . 
mehow, miraculously, she stayed 
She breathed, she moved her arms 
legs, she swallowed food ... she 
live. 
there was no gleam in her eyes, no 
ng of recognition for her mother and 


. no smile. 


nd by the time she was a year old, we 


Our baby was alive physically, but 


had no mind. Or rather, she had only 


nind of a new-born infant. 
an never express the bitterness that 
| me as this new blow came to us. We 
her to doctor after doctor. There 
all sorts of tests and examinations. 
agreed that she might improve. but 
there was little chance she would 
be anything but a tiny child mentally. 
That was the question that 
through me. 
ie doctors tried to answer that. They 
only answer by saying they didn’t 
An accident of instruments, per- 
Or the results of my own toxic con- 
Or a defective cell. ... 
nally, driven by my desperation, I 
humbly back to Dr. Lippincott. He 
een my baby. I asked him. 


Why? Was it—my fault? Was it God 


{) 


even? Had I fought too hard? 
e more he looked at me across his 
and I saw the deep compassion that 
ned his eyes. 
io,” he said. “There is nothing to show 
n any sense this is your fault. It is 
the things that happens now and 
1 no one can say to whom it will 


an 


n next, nor when, nor why. There 


any, many things in life we cannot 
tand, my dear. 
jut back of what happens, there is a 


Wisdom. Sometimes it is possible to take 
life in our two hands and force it to our 
will. But it is seldom wise. I suppose I 
am old-fashioned. but I still believe there 
is a plan for each of us. I believe there is 
one for you.” 

He waited until my tears had stopped. 
Then he said quietly, “Didn’t your hus- 
band once tell me he was an adopted 
child?” 

“No,” I said. “Not adopted, exactly. He 
was raised—” I stopped. All of a sudden 
I saw what he meant. . . . Words came 
back to me, words this same good man 
had spoken to me long ago. words I had 
shoved aside in my stubbornness and 
anger. 

“Who wants to worship an understand- 
able God?” 

For the first time in years, peace filled 
me. I smiled at the doctor, and got up 
and walked home. 

Al was there, waiting for me. 

“Al,” I said, “let’s adopt a family.” 

He didn’t say a word. He just caught 
me in his arms and held me, silently, 
close to his heart. 

Sandra is in a good Home, one planned 
for small helpless ones like her, where she 
will spend her life. It is a consolation to 
know that at least she will never be un- 
happy. And she will have the specialized 
care we cannot give her at home. 

Al and I have made our application for 
a baby to adopt. We should be hearing 
from the agency any day now. We’ve told 
them we'll gladly take an older child; not 
so many people want them, it seems. And 
we hope there will be a lot more, after 
that. 

I no longer try to bend life to my will. 
Nor can I wholly regret what has hap- 
pened to us. I have learned a lesson that 
will make me a better and a wiser person 
than I could ever have been otherwise. 

I know it now—there is, indeed, a Wis- 


dom. What a comfort that is! THE END 
ee iiaticaniseseticore 
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silly!’ I shot back. 

“You can’t deny it, Warner.” she said. 
“It’s written all over that baby-doll face 
of yours!” 

“Dr. Hollis is a fine doctor,” I countered, 
keeping my tone as impersonal as I could, 
“and I admire him.” 

I thrust the charts into her hand but she 
merely glanced over them with a practiced 
eye and continued her irritating remarks. 

“Oh, I'm not talking about his ability. 
The boy’s going places, that’s for sure.” 
she conceded, with a nod of her head. “I 
just hate to see a level-headed girl like you 
going overboard for a—” 

I jumped up to face her, my hands tight- 
ly clenched, and my eyes blazing. “For a 
what?” I demanded. 

A faint smile played across her lips. 
“For a—kid. Really, that’s all he is—a 
good-looking, talented, overgrown boy.” 

“Not jealous, are you, darling?” I said 
acidly. With that parting shot, I patted my 
cap into place and stalked away. 

Whether she realized it or not, Sue had 
touched a sore spot but I’d rather die than 
let her know. It wasn’t so much the way 
she always kidded me about being in love 
with Jack that got my dander up. as it was 
her refusal to take him seriously; she con- 
sidered him an irresponsible juvenile. And 
infatuated though I was with him, to my- 
self I had to admit that there were times 
when Dr. Jack Hollis conducted himself 
more like a college sophomore than an up- 
and-coming professional man. 

I went to change my uniform and it was 
only then that I began to feel the effects 
of eight long hours of night duty. My back 
ached and my arms were sore. I felt that 
if I could just drag myself into bed I'd 
sleep a solid week. But it was a luxury I 
knew I would pass up. It was time for my 
regular morning date with Jack and Id 
make it even if I had to crawl down to the 
drug store where we invariably went for 
coffee. 

Those after work get-togethers weren't 
very romantic dates, I reflected as I care- 
fully applied my makeup. The two of us 
were usually bleary eyed and dog tired 
and our conversation was strictly “shop 
talk.” Yet, I would rather be with Jack like 
that than anywhere else with any other 
man. Being an interne meant that he 
couldn’t afford expensive dates, but I didn't 
mind in the least. 

What did upset me was his refusal to 
take anything except his work seriously. 
Once during one of our conversations the 
subject of marriage came up. “Marriage— 
quite an institution,” Jack said with a mis- 
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chievous grin, “but who wants to live in 
an institution?” 

“That line was funny the first time I 
heard it.” I remarked causticly, “but you 
can do better than that, can’t you, Jack?” 

“But that’s exactly the way I feel about 
it, Ellen.” he laughed. “Why get married 
and make one woman miserable when I can 
stay single and make lots of them happy?” 

I'd let the subject drop then but I had 
not given up my determination to win him. 
With a desperation born of the fear of 
losing Jack to one of my countless rivals, 
I had invited him up to my apartment one 
I took great pains to have every- 
and when he arrived the 
scene was set. I wore a lounging outfit of 
blue satin. The lights were low and the 
music from the phonograph floated dream- 
ily through the room. 

When I opened the door for him, Jack’s 
eyes flew open and he pretended he’d made 


evening. 
thing just so, 


a mistake. “Pardon me, miss,” he said 
apologetically. “I guess I rang the wrong 


bell. I was looking for Nurse Warner.” 

“Come on in here, silly!” I said, grab- 
bing his arm as he backed away. 

“Nurse Warner, you’re quite an eyeful!” 
he said, eyeing me appreciatively. He 
glanced around the apartment. “And dear 
old Crestwood was never like this!” 

“Glad you like it,” I said, mixing him 
a drink. 

Jack came up behind me and slipped 
his arms around my waist. “I like you, 
Nurse Warner,” he said softly. Then, in 
a hoarse whisper, “Ellen—!” 

I felt his lips on the back of my neck 
and the ice cubes in the glass I was hold- 
ing tinkled with the sudden trembling of 
my hands. “You don’t waste any time, do 
you?” 

“Do you realize this is the first time I’ve 
seen you out of that starched, white uni- 
form, Ellen?” 


| SET THE GLASS down, wondering how 


to cope with the unexpected turn of 


events. Things weren't going as I had 
planned. I had intended to build up to the 


big love scene gradually, promised myself 
not to be swept off my feet. But Jack ap- 
parently had different ideas. 

“Maybe I should have worn my uniform 
tonight,” I said with forced lightness, 
afraid to turn around and face him. 

His mouth was against my ear. “I’d still 
feel the same way about you.” 

“How do you feel about me?” I turned 
around, longing to hear him say he loved 
me as I loved him. I yearned for words of 
tenderness, the sweet nonsense of a girl 
and boy in love. 

But Jack’s eyes were hot with desire 
and his arms eagerly reached for me. | 
wanted to hold back. I didn’t like his easy 
self-assurance, as if there was no doubt in 
his mind that his charm made him irre- 

sistible. No girl likes to be considered 
easy, 

Jack pulled me close. Our lips touched 
lightly before he crushed me to him. If 
only he'd say, “I love you,” I thought, and 
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his kisses erased even that disappoint- 


\s the weeks passed. Jack and I grew 
er together. even though I realized that 
ething was missing. There was never 
talk of love. of marriage; there was 
future, only the present. 
Now. as I took a final look at myself in 
» mirror. I wondered where it all would 
Ihe thought of making Jack jealous, 
another man, 


pretending interest in 


ever entered my mind. I would have been 


tified in resorting to such measures be- 


suse Jack’s shameless flirting with every 


etty girl had given me many a heartache. 
unusual chain of events, however. was 
bring about a sudden and drastic change 
the situation. 

\s I turned to go, the telephone rang. 

inswered it. 

“Is that 


you, Warner?” It was Miss 


lifford, director of nurses. “I was hoping 


| catch you before you left. Come to my 
e right away, please.” 

\iss Clifford was a plump little woman, 

fairly bristled with energy and efh- 


ency. “Sit down, Warner.” she said when 


ntered her office. “You look tired.” 
“T guess I am, a little,” I confessed with 
nile. 
Hmmm. That’s too bad. I was count- 
on you to help me out of a difficult 
She went on to explain that the labora- 
technician had taken ill and they 
eded someone to fill in until a new per- 
could be hired. “It’s a matter of four 
five extra hours and I hate to ask you, 
arner, but you’re the best person I could 
Dr. Fay is pretty fussy about 
» goes into that lab of his.” 


nk of, 


From the tone of her voice I could tell 
at she had given me a big build-up to 
Fay and that she’d take my refusal as 
personal affront. It meant missing those 
precious moments with Jack, but I 
itated only a moment before agreeing. 
was my duty, I told myself. After all, 
pathology lab was as much a part of 
e hospital as the wards and the oper- 
ng room. 
\lthough I knew Dr. Fay, I seldom saw 
m since his laboratory was up on the top 
or. He was recognized as one of the 
ist brilliant men in his field and was 
hly regarded at Crestwood even though 
was not a medical doctor. As I took the 


evator up to the lab I tried to recall what 


tle I knew about the man. The one thing 
at stood out in my mind was the time 
ie and I had watched him escort Miss 


lifford across an icy sidewalk to her car. 
was impressed by his thoughtfulness and 
illantry and remarked to Sue, “I'll bet he 


a heart-breaker in his day.” 
What do you mean ‘his day’?” Sue de- 
inded. “Girl, don’t let that gray hair at 
temples fool you!” 
‘Oh, I didn’t mean to imply that he’s 
I said quickly. “But he is middle- 
- 


Sue shook her head pityingly. “Honey, 


men are like whiskey. wine and cheese— 
they improve with age. Ill bet Dr. Fay 
could give any one of these young fellows 
a run for his money!” 

I thought she was terribly mistaken but 
I didn’t argue the point. It just didn’t 
make sense to me that a man like Dr. Fay, 
nice as he was. could be as exciting and 
attractive to a woman as a younger man. 
Dr. Jack Hollis. for instance. 

Dr. Fay was bent over a microscope 
when I entered the lab. “Be with you in 
a moment.” he said without looking up. 
His voice was strong and clear, and seeing 
the breadth of his shoulders under his 
jacket I wondered why I associated gray 
hair with physical weakness. Actually, the 
touch of gray at Dr. Fay’s temples lent 
him an air of distinction. 

I took a seat on a stool near the work 
table and watched as his strong, skillful 
hands focused the lens. At last. he made 
some notes in a pad and lifted his head 
to look at me. 

“So you’re going to be my assistant to- 
day, Miss Warner.” he said in warm tones. 
“T hope you don’t mind being imposed 
upon like this.” 

“Not at all, Dr. Fay,” I replied. “I just 
hope I can do what’s required.” 

He smiled. “I’m sure you can. Miss 
Clifford recommended you very highly. Ac- 
cording to her, you’re the best nurse on 
staff.” He paused and studied me for a 
moment, then added, “She might have said 
the prettiest, too.” 

The compliment was so unexpected that 
I didn’t know quite what to say. I didn’t 
know whether to thank him or to remind 
him that I was there on business. But with 
his eyes twinkling as if he sensed my 
dilemma, Dr. Fay said brusquely, “But of 
course looks has nothing to do with how 
well you handle a test tube of diphtheria 
bacilli, has it?” 

His sense of humor was completely dis- 
arming and right away we plunged into 
our work as if we’d been working together 
for years. What started out as four hours 
extra duty stretched into days. Because of 
my background in chemistry and biology 
I was able to give Dr. Fay the kind of help 
he needed so my working schedule was 
changed and I was temporarily assigned 
to him. My new job was so much fun and 
I was so busy that after the first few days 
I didn’t even have time to miss Jack. 

Dr. Fay disliked formality and it wasn’t 
long before we were calling each other 
Ralph and Ellen and we became good 
friends. A week after I went to work for 
Ralph, I met Jack as he was coming off 
duty. It must have been a long night for 
him because his handsome face was drawn 
and his eyes were red-rimmed. But his 
first words chased away the impulse I had 
to take his face in my hands and place 
his tired head on my shoulder. 

“T hear you’ve put me down for another 
man,” he greeted me, “and a guy old 
enough to be your father—and mine, too!” 

I stared at him. “What on earth are you 
talking about?” 


“You might as well know now, baby. I’m 


” 


not the jealous type.” Jack continued, 
“When an old joker like Dr. Fay can take 
a girl away from me, that'll be the day!” 

“With all those you have on the string, 
I’m sure one girl more or less won’t make 
any difference to you!” I shot back. “You 
haven’t called me in over a week and I’m 
‘sure that if you wanted to see me you 
could find your way up to the lab.” 

I started down the corridor. my heels 
clicking angrily on the tiled floor. Jack 
caught up with me. “Do you deny that 
he’s fallen for you?” he demanded. “The 
whole hospital’s talking about the May. 
December romance that bloomed among 
the test tubes.” 

What Jack was saying sounded so fan- 
tastic I could only laugh in his face. What 
hurt most of all was the way Jack appar- 
ently believed the gossip that had spread 
along the grapevine. My mind was in a 
turmoil as I dashed up the stairs. So they 
were talking about Ralph and me, the two 
of us, were they? Well, I'd give them 
something to talk about. 'd— 

I halted at the door of the lab to com- 
pose myself. It was silly to let a few wag- 
ging tongues upset me so, I chided myself. 
Surely I'd be the first to know if Ralph had 
fallen in love with me, as Jack had claimed. 
Or would I? Ralph had certainly given 
no indication that he considered me any- 
thing more than a friend and co-worker. 
To be sure, a strange light flickered in his 
eyes whenever he looked at me and I could 
feel a tenseness in him whenever our hands 
happened to touch. But did this mean that 
he was in love with me? 


DECIDED to find out, but it was sev- 

eral days before an opportunity present- 
ed itself. Ralph and I worked later than 
usual that night and when we finished run- 
ning our last test and prepared to leave, a 
storm broke. I gratefully accepted Ralph’s 
offer of a lift home, but it wasn’t until we 
pulled up in front of the apartment that 
I decided to ask him in. 

Once inside, I wondered whether I had 
done the right thing. I'd been alone with 
Ralph day after day at the lab, but this 
was different. However, his easy manner 
soon put me at ease and [ settled back on 
the sofa, sipping my drink and listening 
to him talk. 

“You know, I enjoy working with you, 
Ellen,” he said after a while. “I’m going 
to miss having you around.” 

“You found a new assistant?” I tried to 
keep the disappointment out of my voice. 

He shook his head. “Not yet. I’ve inter- 
viewed several, but haven’t made a choice.” 

“Oh,” I said, relieved, “I was afraid— 
I stopped and laughed self-consciously. 
“What I mean is, I hate to see our team 
broken up.” 

“Well, maybe you'll be better off,” he 
said. “I know what they say about me be- 
hind my back—I’m a cranky old slave 
driver who—” 

“Oh, no! You're not that at all,” I blurt- 


ed out. “You're kind and_ thoughtful 
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He reached over and took my hand 
in his. “And you’ve been making love to 
me for days!” I gasped, breathless at the 
sudden realization. 

He did not deny it. 
he asked softly. 

I honestly did not know. My thoughts 
went back to all those times as we worked 
together when by a subtle gesture, a ten- 
der word or an act of thoughtfulness that 
younger men so often overlook, Ralph had 
been demonstrating his feelings toward me. 
Apparently it had been plain to every one 
but me, and even now, as he followed me 
across the room, he made no move to sw eep 
me off my feet. But I could almost feel 
him standing close behind me as I tried 
to collect my confused thoughts. 

“Do you mind. Ellen?” he repeated. 

“I—I don’t know, Ralph,” I stammered. 
“I never knew—never dreamed—” 

Slowly. I turned to face him. His arms 
went around me in an embrace of infinite 
tenderness and it was as the most natural 
thing in the world to nestle my head on 
his broad chest. 

“I love you, Ellen,” he said simply. His 
lips touched my forehead, moved like 
caress down my cheek and found my eager 
lips. And as my heart pounded wildly, I 
knew that at last I had found what I had 
been searching for. 

The fact that I fell in love with a mature 
one who is what is generally called 
“middle-aged” does not qualify me as an 
expert on the subject. But authorities in 
human relations and well-known marriage 
counselors seem to confirm what I learned 
through my own experience. 

While Dr. Kinsey in his famous report 
on men discovered that males are most ac- 
tive sexually while in their teens, this does 
not necessarily mean that they are better 
lovers at this early period of their lives. 
Quantity is not the same thing as quality. 
A simple explanation for the fact that mid- 
dle-aged men are better lovers is contained 
in that old saying. “Practice makes per- 
fect,” but there is much more to it than 
that. A middle-aged man 
the brashness of youth and his sophistica- 
tion makes him more attractive to most 
women. Generally speaking, they are more 
considerate of their partners, have more 
self assurance and they are less inclined 
to use a woman as a prop to bolster their 


——” 


“Do you mind?” 


man, 


has outgrown 


immature egos. 

The results of an analysis of 425 broken 
marriages made by Dr. William J. Goode 
of Detroit's Wayne University revealed 
that the major cause of the marital con- 
flict was “emotionally immature mates, in- 
cluding what lately has been popularized 
s ‘momism.’” A man with experience in 
life and in dealing with people is more apt 
to accept a woman as a mate rather than 
the subconscious image of his mother. 

Fears of uninformed women—sometimes 
shared by men themselves—that loss of 
virility accompanies middle age are dis- 
counted by veteran psychologist Dr. Albert 
Ellis. “Simple misinformation is one of 
the biggest factors of sexual insufficiency,” 
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states. “Men who have barely reached 
r forties come timidly to my office. con- 
ced that the ‘male climacteric’ [“change 
of life’ | has crept up on them. They think, 
t and behave like old men, until I get 
m to realize that the climacteric is just 
big word for a long physiological proc- 
é lasting from ten to twenty years— 
bout which we know very little. except 
that it does not cause impotence.” 
Hollywood was set on its glamorous ear 
a few years ago when Silvana Pampanini, 
iltry Italian film star, publicly questioned 
the romantic prowess of America’s top cel- 
luloid lovers. Gary Cooper. Humphrey 
Bogart, Charles Boyer and Clark Gable— 
ill of them middle-aged—were on her list 
has-beens. 
These old men, stripped of their movie 
lamour, would seem pitiful in the arms 
1 woman,” she scoffed. “It’s ridiculous 
see a man old enough to be your grand- 
er playing an ardent lover.” 
Leaping to the defense of her husband 
the others was Mrs. Charles Boyer, 
» commented, “She seems to be young 
1a beginner.” Also taking exception to 
ina’s remarks were three other Italian 
Franca Faldini, Lea Padovani and 
Carla Dal Poggio, who gave the highest 
ting to men who have “love-making 
»w-how through long experience.” Miss 
lovani added, “I don’t wish to be man- 
led in my lovemaking. I prefer the 
ionate, profound kiss without black 
1 blue marks.” 
Well, I married a middle-aged man and 
two years of bliss all I can add is a 


THE END 


rty “amen!” 





By Dorothy Donegan 


(Continued from Page 14) 


Donegan play.” I listened to her and after 
1 while I saw the logic, the fairness in 
hat she was saying. She had given me a 
challenge. 
With a smile on my face I walked on 
tage and delivered one of the best per- 
formances I have ever given. And though 
it had begun as a bitter disappointment to 
me, the fervor of the small, warm audience 
ind my aunt’s gentle persuasion turned it 
night of humility and appreciation. 
\unt Lula is now blind. She cannot do 
f the things she once busied herself 
But her spirit is still indomitable. 
With darkness around her she is still a 
pillar of strength to all those who know 
She finds a happiness playing my re- 
lings and seeing me on my frequent 
ti to Chicago. She wants me to come 
1y own still further, giving up the 
rical circuit and going on concert 


into a 


iank God that I had Aunt Lula whose 
m has through the years—like the 
erbial drop of water—worn away the 
hness of some of my attitudes and the 
of my temper. I could never have be- 

the Dorothy Donegan I am today if 


there had been no Aunt Lula. THE END 


60 


Marijuana Madness 


(Continued from Page 40) 


go that far,” Bob said. A look of anger 
was on his face as he added: “Pretty 
cheap stunt. taking advantage of someone 
just because their living depends on you.” 

I hadn’t expected him to react so vio- 
lently. The way he did react made me feel 
that I wasn’t all alone with my troubles. 
I told him so gratefully. 

“You bet my horn. you’re not.” Bob as- 
sured me fiercely. “I’m going to see that 
Carney leaves you alone.” 

“How. Bob?” I asked. “I don’t 
you to start anything with him and get me 
fired. I’ve got to keep this job until I can 
get lined up somewhere else. I’ve just got 
to.” 

“I’m not going to start anything I can't 
finish.” Bob told me confidently. “Here’s 
what. From tonight on. you and I are 
going to play the part of real gone off the 
deep end lovers. You’re my girl. see, and 
I don’t want you playing around or any- 
one playing around with you. Every morn- 
ing when you get off. ll be here. waiting 
to take you home. Carney will know bet- 
ter than to mess with me if he really be- 
exclusive. And we'll 


want 


lieves you’re my 
make him believe it.” 

I could have kissed Bob the way Carney 
wanted me to kiss him. I had never known 
such gratitude. With one clever idea he 
had lifted the clouds right out of my skies. 
I was puzzled, however, as to why Bob 
would go to such trouble for me. I had to 
ask him why. 

He smiled mockingly. 

“Maybe I want you for myself, really,” 
he said. “Maybe I’m just like Carney, 
only a little more subtle.” 

Bob didn’t know it. but the thought was 
growing in my mind that if he did want 
me, being his wouldn’t be hard to take. 
Not hard, at all. 

The plan worked beautifully. True to 
his word. Bob came to the club every night. 
Between sets, we made a production out 
of our supposed love affair. We sat to- 
gether, discouraged other company and 
had a wonderful time. talking and laugh- 
ing. We actually did become real close 
and fond of each other. Although our act 
was convincing. Bob never once tried to 
kiss me or make a pass. 

Carney’s reaction was disturbing. even 
though he behaved himself. Whenever I 
found myself alone with him. my boss had 
a contempt in his eyes and something else 
which almost approached hatred. 

One night. after he’d been drinking. he 
knocked on my dressing room door. I was 
changing. preparing to go out and sit with 
Bob. I told him to come in and was 
frightened when I saw who it was. Carney 
wasn’t nearly as drunk as he'd been that 
other night. He was just nasty high and 
had to get something off his chest. 

“You're the cute one, aren't 
Jewel?” he said. “You lead me on, make 


you, 


me think I’ve got a chance with you and 
then you turn around and pick up with the 
biggest hophead musician in town—a guy 
without even a job. It’s none of my busi. 
ness if you’re doing what his other girls 
do—giving him your money to keep him in 
reefers. It’s none of my business but since 
I was fool enough to introduce you to him, 
I thought I owed it to you to warn you, 
You'll be sorry. baby. sorry you picked 
him instead of ol Carney.” 

His speech delivered. Carney left me. 

Making up my offstage face. I shivered, 
remembering the venom in Carney’s voice, 
He really despised Bob and hated me, 
What had he meant. calling Bob a hop. 
head? Was it just a slur uttered in jea- 
lousy or could it be true? Startled by the 
thought. I recalled that on the first night 
we were introduced. Carney had com- 
mented that Bob couldn’t keep a job and 
that it was his own fault. 

Even with my limited experience in 
show business, I had naturally come to 
know something about dope and what an 
attraction it had for some musicians and 
other entertainers. Now that I thought of 
it, Bob did have characteristics which | 
had been told are peculiar to addicts of 
the marihuana habit. Although Bob sel- 
dom drank, he very often seemed high, ex- 
hilarated and in soaring spirits. His 
moods were unpredictable. One night he'd 
be the happiest. most carefree guy. the 
next. he’d be moody. down in the dumps. 

Maybe what Carney had said was true. 

The next minute I was ashamed of my 
thoughts. Why was I letting Carney’s bit- 
ter jealousy color my opinion of Bob. Aft- 
er all. Bob had done a wonderful thing for 
me. And whatever he did was his business. 
He’d always treated me in a gentlemanly 
way. 

The thing that did continue to bother 
me was Carney’s crack about other girls 
giving Bob money. I had wondered how 
he lived without working. He was always 
neatly dressed, never allowed me to pay 
the cabfare home or to buy meals in res- 
taurants. I felt I could at least do my 
share since I was working and he wasn't. 
especially since all his extra expense was 
being created while he was doing me a 
favor. 

Thought of other girls aroused a gnaw- 
ing jealousy in me. It was this which 
made me realize that, as far as I was con- 
cerned, our make-believe game of love had 
become real to me. I was in love with 
Bob. 

With all the best intentions in the world, 
I made up my mind that I would forget 
everything Carney had said against Bob. 
With all the best intentions in the world, I 
found a way to bring them up as soon as 
Bob and I began talking. 

He was in one of his happy moods. 

“Bob,” I asked suddenly. “You know 
I’ve never heard you play sax. Everybody 
says you’re so wonderful at it. Don’t you 
ever think of making it pay off?” 

For a minute, I regretted bringing up 
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the subject. A dark scowl passed across 
Bob’s face. He looked as though he were 
getting ready to advise me to mind my own 
business. He looked away, staring straight 
ahead for a minute, then turned back to 
me. 
“What you mean, Jewel, is why am I 
wasting my time? Why am I not working, 
isn’t that it? You ashamed of being seen 
with an unemployed musician? If so, why 
not remember that this is a deal we made 
to get you off the hook. If you feel you’re 
off the hook sufficiently, now I can always 
cut out.” 

“Oh, Bob, I didn’t mean... . 
really distressed. 

His voice changed to its gentle tone. 

“I'm sorry for blowing my top, dear,” 
he apologized. “Guess I’m sensitive about 
being out of work and everything. As for 
what I said about our deal, honey, the 
funniest thing is happening to me. You 
know I’m getting used to you, getting to 
feel like I’d lose something important if 
I couldn’t see you every night.” 

I couldn’t keep back the happy tears in 
my eyes. 

“Me too, Bob,” I confessed. 


” I was 


T WAS THE ODDEST way for two 

people to tell each other they were very 

much in love. But that’s exactly what this 
conversation accomplished. 

That morning, after the club closed, Bob 
took me for a long drive in a somewhat 
ancient but dependable Chevvy he’d bor- 
rowed from a friend. He began to talk 
about himself, taking me completely into 
his confidence about things he’d avoided 
for so long. 

Bob was in love with his music but he’d 
had a lot of ups and downs in his young 
life. He had once fronted one of Chicago’s 
finest little trios, a group in constant de- 
mand by the night spots and social clubs. 
He’d had a couple of good records going 
for him but a crooked friend who confi- 
denced him into becoming his business 
manager, had made off with the neat nest 
egg he had saved. Next he’d been cheated 
out of the major part of his royalties by 
the fly-by-night recording company. At 
about the same time, the girl he was sup- 
posed to marry allowed herself to be 
caught in a most compromising position 
with his best friend, the pianist in his 
combo. 

“I guess I turned sissy and tried to run 
away from life,’ Bob admitted soberly. 
“Anyhow, I gradually lost my thrill for 
music. The trio broke up and I swore I’d 
never be able to put together another one 
with exactly the same sound. 

“There you have it. The sorry life and 
times of Bob Savage,” he said with an at- 
tempt at light-heartedness. 

All the time Bob had been talking, a 
Plan had been forming in my mind. It 
was a reckless plan, maybe impractical, 
but timid people never gain anything, I’d 
found out. The way my timidity had al- 
most gotten me messed up at Carney’s 
Place would always be a lesson to me. 


I told Bob about my plan. I proposed 
that he scout around and find two other 
musicians, the kind he’d like to have with 
him, start rehearsing again, do some ar- 
rangements for me and let me sing with 
the combo. Then maybe we could sell the 
package of the four of us to one of the 
legitimate clubs. We'd be working to- 
gether then, making progress. 

“And maybe some day soon,” I added 
boldly. “Ill be able to ask you to marry 
me.” 

Bob was wild about the idea. All he’d 
ever needed was someone to encourage him 
and have faith in him. 

It was fantastic how beautifully our 
plans worked out. Within three months, 
Bob’s combo was clicking beautifully. Re- 
hearsals were held every afternoon. Bob 
had done some terrific arrangements for 
me. We were more like a bunch of kids 
having a wonderful time than serious en- 
tertainers preparing for a venture which 
would mean a tremendous difference in 
our lives. 

One morning Bob came into the club 
and marched straight back to my dressing 
room. He looked like a kid on Christmas 
morning. He grabbed me, pulled me to 
him and kissed me. 

“Baby, you can tell old Carney to pick 
up his marbles,” he exulted. 

My eyes widened as he waved a piece 
of legal-looking paper in front of me. It 
was a contract, four weeks and four weeks 
option for The Bob Savage’s Trio and 
Jewel Davis to appear at one of the best 
spots on the Southside. 

“The money’s right and the cat’s going 
for a real buildup—plugs on the Daddy-O 
Daylie show and ads in the Defender and 
Courier.” Bob raved. 

Our dream had come true. Everything 
was right for us. We decided to celebrate. 

“Where. Bob?” I asked. “You know 
what time I get off.” 

“Tell you what,” he suggested. “I’m 
inviting you to a party—just you and me— 
at my place. Didn’t know I could burn, 
huh, baby? Well, I can sling together 
some of the finest food you ever tasted. 
I’m going right home, pick up some liquor, 
sizzle some steaks and you and I will do 
it up this mawnin’.” 

“Wonderful, Bob,” I consented. 

I phoned Aunt Alice and told her I was 
going to stay with one of the girls in the 
show because we had a rehearsal the next 
day in the Loop and this imaginary girl 
lived in the Loop. 

Bob came back to call for me at closing 
time. 

“Everything’s ready,” he said. 

Bob’s place was an eye-opener. He 
lived in a section of the city which had 
just recently become populated by Ne- 
groes. He had a beautiful three room 
apartment with inlaid floors, tile bath and 
furniture in the very finest taste. Imme- 
diately I sensed the place must be quite 
expensive. I couldn’t help wondering again 
how Bot got money to do all the things 
he did. I was impressed by a peek in his 


clothes closet which was crowded with 
suits. sports jackets and slacks. 

“Like the place?” he asked. 

“It’s crazy, honey, but how can you af- 
ford it?” I asked daringly. 

Bob looked at me as if wondering 
whether to get angry or laugh. He laughed. 

“For a fiancee you sure are nosy.” he 
said. 

Our “party” was an event which I'll al- 
ways remember. Bob had broiled steaks 
to a turn and I marvelled at the efficient 
way he’d prepared the rest of the food— 
salad, vegetables, mashed potatoes. Stom- 
achs contentedly full, we settled down in 
his living room to listen to soft music 
from his blonde FM and drink long. cool- 
ing drinks. I felt as though I had curled 
up with life, as happy as a little pup by a 
fireside. 

Bob seemed restless. He got up and 
went to his closet, opened a box and 
brought out the sweetest pair of Chinese 
red pajamas, just my size. 

“Put ’em on,” he ordered. 

I pretended to be shocked. Really I 
was. I'd often wondered why Bob seemed 
so disinterested in the things about women 
which concerned most men intensely. He’d 
never propositioned me, never got out of 
line. 

“Why?” I asked mischievously. “Do 
you keep those here for these occasions?” 

“Suspicious little brat,” Bob said fond- 
ly. “It happens I bought these just for 
you.” 

I went into the bedroom and put the 
pajamas on. When I came back into the 
living room, Bob’s eyes went lovingly over 
me. I noticed a strange, heavy odor on 
his breath, in fact about the whole room. 
Bob was holding a cigarette. With horror 
I recognized that it wasn’t an ordinary 
cigarette. It was thinner, sort of pinched. 
A marijuana cigarette. 

Bob’s eyes followed my startled gaze 
riveted on the reefer. 

“Want a drag, baby?” he invited. 

I shrunk back in horror. He laughed 
lightly. 

“Did you ever?” he wanted to know. 

“No,” I said weakly. 

He urged me to join him. He told me 
it was perfectly harmless. 

“Makes you feel like you’re floating and 
you own the whole crazy world.” Bob said 
excitedly. “You know what happens to 
me when I have this stuff and I play my 
horn. I know I’m the greatest of any who 
ever blew. I get ideas and sounds that 
never happened to me or anybody else 
before. C’mon baby. Try it. I'll bet be- 
hind this stuff you could sing the birds out 
of the trees.” 

“But doesn’t it... 

“Hurt you?” he interrupted impatiently. 
“No, people got lotsa phoney ideas about 
weeds. ’S just like smoking only better. 
’*S better than drinking. C’mon, don’t be 
a square. I wouldn’t steer you wrong.” 

There couldn’t be any harm in one try, 
I decided. Bob showed me how to hold 
the cigarette between two fingers and in- 
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Despite all the hurt flaring inside of me, 


with a kind of nervous, palpi- beast with a sex lust which was almost in- 
I was more determined than ever to leave 


illing on it. It wasn’t half as bad human. 
xht. It did make me feel sud- In his black moods. he sank into un- Bob. If I was going to do it, it had to be 
sht and carefree. It might have believable depressions. shrieked wildly in now, this minute. Stealthily. I got up from 
imagination because I didn’t take his dreams, babbled about being “no the bed. I hadn’t undressed yet. thank 
Maybe I got that feeling be- good,” pounded his head until I thought God. There was a key to the bathroom 
was proud that I was finally initi- he would harm himself, raving that he door on the dresser. I tiptoed to the 
» the secret corner of Bob’s world. wanted to die, begging me to kill him. dresser. took the key and locked the door. 
ched curiously as Bob smoked the Nothing would satisfy him but to have Bob didn’t seem to hear. Noiselessly, I 
cigarette down so small that it me become steeped in the marijuana habit went to the closet, got my coat. hat and 


n his lip and I thought it would along with him. He seemed to take an suitcase. As I reached the door, Bob tried 


n. He clung to the very last tip evil pleasure in dragging me down into — the bathroom door knob. Finding it locked, 
he called me, then began pounding and 


if it were precious. He told me _ the depths with him. 

t part of it was called a roach. Bob demanded so much of my time and _ yelling. I got out of the room fast and fled 
ng the cigarette out, Bob pulled me so corrupted me with the “habit” that Aunt down the steps, not daring to wait for the 
him and kissed me. It wasn’t the Alice, thoroughly disgusted with me. or- elevator. I had to lie to the desk clerk who 

f kiss he’d been used to giving. It dered me out of the house. I went to live demanded if I was checking out. I told 
‘ree and exciting and wonderful. with Bob. I wanted to marry him. still be- him I had to fly to Chicago and would be 
his hands began to move across me __ lieving that. by some miracle. I could make — back that night. I got a cab and went to 
ind my whole body tingling at his him reform. the airport. waited for a plane. Aunt Alice 

training to him, asking, pleading He kept promising and putting off our would be glad to see me, especially when I 

marriage until I began to dully accept our _ told her the whole story and admitted how 

wrong I'd been. 

Within the next few days, I found out 
how much of a narrow escape I’d had. The 
newspapers carried front page stories of 
how Government men cracked down on 
Bob suddenly. It all came out then how 
he’d been making his money before the 
trio was organized—and after. Bob was 
hooked up with a gang which was doing a 
huge traffic in the reefer and narcotics 
racket. He hadn’t even quit when he began 
playing horn. but had kept up his contacts 
and his illegal actions. 

The authorities raided his hotel room in 
Columbus and found heroin, marijuana 
supplies and hypodermics. He drew a stiff 
prison term. 

I felt sorry for Bob but I know I would 


IVE « «© 
common-law relationship. 

\ TER THAT INCIDENT at Bob’s One morning. after we’d come back to 

the hotel from a club in downtown Cincin- 

nati, Bob made a mysterious phone call. 

ng a frustrated. cursing Carney be- | He was moody and restless after he'd fin- 

e, I left the after-hours spot. after ished talking. An hour later an odd-look- 

ing character knocked on the door, handed 


ise, the great change came in my 


my proper notice. 


1ed with the Bob Savage Trio at the him a package, Bob peeled off some money 
and gave it to him. 

Before my horrified eyes, Bob went into 
the bathroom, unwrapped the package. 
four week tenure of our contract went through some preparations which I 
ied into eight—thirteen. Each didn’t understand and began jabbing him- 


eel club. 
ere an immediate sensation and 


pay went up. self with a needle. I’d heard about more 
ght the woman president of a New _ violent forms of dope than marijuana and 
ecord company came into the club. how they were administered this way. 
fascinated by us and arranged to He came toward me as [ lay in the bed. 
me test records. They went over “Got something greater now, sugar,” 
nd we were signed to a recording _ he gloated, holding out the needle. “Some- PEVET be able to find in him the man I once 
t thing we can use to get some real kicks. thought I knew and idolized. I have no 
did splendidly handling the busi- Reefers are for kids. This is it.” more show business ambitions even though 
He hired a press agent who got us I made my decision then. I'd been a I can’t blame show business for my own 
the column and magazines and ar- fool to go along with Bob: a fool to be- weakness and lack of moral strength. I’ve 
for television and radio appear- lieve I could make him change. I had to 2°! 4M average job, live an uneventful but 
quit now or never. Lucky for me, my re- peaceful life with my forgiving aunt. May- 
the CHICAGO DEFENDER held __ vulsion against the reefers had been great- _»¢ some day I'll find the right man—not an 
benefits, we were among the first — er than my attraction to them. Often when old lustful chippy chaser. nor a young 
to participate. Bob thought I was high. I’d indulged much glamorous dope addict—but just a plain, 
biggest break of all came when the less than he knew. I believed that if I quit down-to-earth, sympathetic and loving man 
estern vice-president of the largest | now—both Bob and the reefers, I’d be able who is willing to accept a girl who has 
ng agency in the country signed us _ to straighten myself out. made big mistakes, but who now is deter- 


nm arranging lecvatine bookings “No. Bob.” I said. “J don’t want any mined to make up for them and live a 
decent, happy life. 


in cocktail lounges and intimate more kicks like that. I never wanted them 
n Detroit, St. Louis, and the big that way. The kicks I wanted were a THE END 
home, children. and your love. I’m leaving 
you tonight unless you agree to quit.” On The Records 
Bob’s face was contorted with rage and (Continued from Page 17) 
horror. 
“Quit.” he snarled. “You'll never quit 
me, you little fool. I picked you up out of 


a joint and made you something. You 
couldn’t do without all I've given you. first trial. Today he is as hot on record- 


eis found _ that he was hope- Good money. Good living. Popularity. ings as oldtime favorites like Dinah Wash- 
dicted. The public saw the Bob You'll never quit. If you try to, I'll kill ington, Ruth Brown and Wynonie Harris. 
Roy is best known presently as a record 
like crazy. the weeds. even if you don’t go for the performer but he has been making a name 

didn’t see the man who had two needle. You sound like the devil singing for himself in other mediums too. He re- 
{ moods—both terrifying and vio- without a little hopped up something in- cently headlined a road show presenting 
side of you. Never told you that, did 1?” rhythm and blues stars across the U. S. 

happy moods, when under the in- He strode back into the bathroom, slam- —_and starred in a television short for a ma- 


he became a craving, unreasoning ming the door. 





f Ohio. 
were successful. We were going up 
We were. making handsome sums of 
All this I had wanted and now I 
But I didn’t have happiness. 
id out soon that Bob wasn’t the 
iser of marijuana. I had been led 


contacts with recording people, arranged 
for Hamilton to try out for a contract with 
Epic Reeords. Hamilton made good in his 


wh was suave & smiline ¢< a ‘ b ; 
o was suave and smiling and you. What’s more you’re going to stay on 


jor jazz series. 








